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THE  VILLAGE— THE  GIPSY— AND  THE 

ROUT. 

How  often  have  I  paused  on  ereiy  charm, 

The  sheltered  cot,  the  cultivated  farm, 

The  never^uling  brook,  the  busy  miU, 

The  decent  church  that  topp'd  the  neighboring  hill. 

Goldsmith. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  VILLAGE— THE  GIPSY— AND  THE 

ROUT. 

"  Sweet  village !  I  must  leave  thee  soon" — 
exclaimed  a  tall  military  personage,  as  he  laid 
aside  the  newspaper,  in  which  the  immediate 
embarkation  of  reinforcements  for  the  Penin- 
sula was  announced.  '*  I  must  exchange  thy 
quietude  for  fields  of  blood.  Well — ^tis  for  the 
better — a  longer  stay  would  but  endanger  my 
own  happiness,  and  peril  that  of  another  al- 
ready far  too  dear.     Would  that  the  parting 
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words  were  spoken,  vid  tbe  broad  aes   rolled 
once  more  between  us !" 

tie  sighed  heavily  as  be  approached  the 
window,  and  looked  out  upon  the  village  street. 
It  was,  indeed,  a  peaceful  and  a  lovely  scene. 
The  neat  and  snow-white  cottages,  trellised  with 
jasmine  and  roses,  peeped  from  the  «b«jliiig  of 
tbe  full-grown  sycamores  that  overspread  their 
roofi ;  while  tbe  pomted  steeple  of  the  chmdi, 
orertopping  tbe  foliage  of  the  trees,  displayed 
its  andent  weathercock.  Under  tbe  open  ctae- 
mcnt  of  "■  Tbe  Greyhound,"  some  rustics  were 
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the  fixed  and  melancholy  look  of  the  stranger 
was  directed,  as  abstractedly  he  thus  gave 
utterance  to  his  thoughts : 

"  Yes,  Mary ;  we  might  have  been  happy 
had  fate  permitted  it.  I  would  have  sacrificed 
the  field  of  glory  for  the  home  of  love.  Hand 
in  hand,  we  woidd  have  passed  through  life 
together;  and  the  tranquil  enjoyment  of  do- 
mestic felicity  would  have  amply  compensated 
the  wild  excitement  that  attends  a  martial  career. 
Pshaw  !  this  is  dreaming ;  rouse  thyself — here 
comes  the  harbinger  of  war  !" 

As  he  spoke,  a  light  dragoon  rode  forward 
at  a  brisk  trot,  and  pulling  up  at  the  door  of 
the  Greyhound,  held  a  brief  colloquy  with  the 
orderly  in  attendance,  to  whom  he  surrendered 
his  bridle.  The  clattering  of  a  steel  scabbard 
on  the  brick  pavement  of  the  corridor,  an- 
nounced  his  approach  to  the  chamber  of  the 
commandant ;  next  moment  he  was  in  the 
presence,  and  delivered  a  sealed  despatch  3 
marked  "  Private." 
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Its  content!  were  brief  and  imporUnt ;  an 
mdmation  that  the  detached  companiea  of  the 
— th  might  expect  an  immediate  rout  for 
Portsmouth,  to  join  the  battalions  in  Spain, 
and  the  peaceful  village  of  Aehfield  would  be 
exdianged  for  caDtonmenta  on  the  Donro. 

"  Ay,  it  i§  what  I  anticipated,"  said  the  tall 
ioldier,  after  he  dismissed  the  dragoon,  and  gwre 
the  despatch  a  hurried  penisaL  "  But  a  few 
hours  more,  and  thou  and  I,  Mary,  will  be  as 
if  we  never  met !"     For  a  minute  he  paced  the 
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and  before  he  had  taken  a  second  turn  in  the 
church  avenue,  two  personages  approached  and 
joined  him. 

The  taller,  and  elder  of  the  twain,  was  a  man 
remarkable  for  his  personal  advantages.  His 
features  were  strikingly  handsome,  and  regular 
aknost  to  effeminacy;  his  figure  sUght  and 
graceful,  with  that  air  of  nameless  elegance, 
which  is  rarely  found  but  in  the  foremost  ranks 
of  fashion.  Nothing  could  surpass  the  polish 
of  his  manner,  the  insinuation  of  his  address ; 
and  a  cursory  observation  would  tell  why 
Captain  Phillips  had  been  reputed  an  object  of 
envy  with  one  sex,  and  a  dangerous  acquaint- 
ance for  the  other. 

His  companion  was  a  mere  boy,  who  had 
scarcely  numbered  sixteen  summers,  and  ap- 
peared far  too  young  and  inexperienced  to 
encounter  the  vicissitudes  of  the  dangerous 
profession  he  had  selected.  He  had  lately 
quitted  a  peaceful  home  to  join  the  detachment 
at  Ashfield,  and  full  of  boyish  hope,  little  bus- 
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pected  the  trying  ordeil  tb«t  was  bo  soon  await- 
ing him  in  another  hmd. 

"  You  have  had  a  despatch,"  said  the  hand- 
sone  capUun. 

The  major  bowed  his  assmit. 

**  We  are  all  dying  to  know  what  its  contents 
were,"  continued  the  inquirer. 

"  I  regret  it  exceedingly,  as  I  fear  your 
curiosity  must  for  some  time  remain  ungratified. 
But  do  not  permit  suspense  to  prove  fatal.  Pos- 
sibly the  next  post  may  solve  the  myst^." 
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-  ^^  If  we  do  change  quarters,^  said  the  young 
ensign,  '^  I  hope  it  may  be  for  service.  Summer 
is  coming,  and  a  campaign  will  be  delightful. 
How  jdeasant,  after  a  long  march,  to  sleep  on  the 
flowery  banks  of  a  mountain  river,  or  beneath 
the  rich  blossoms  of  the  orange-tree  ;  and  when 
the  battle's  ended,  bivouac  in  a  vineyard,  or  be 
cantoned  among  rosy  monks,  and  dark-eyed 
nims  I" 

The  elder  soldier  regarded  his  youthfiil  com- 
rade with  a  melancholy  smile.  "  Such,  then/* 
he  said,  ^'  are  thy  notions  of  campaigning  !  I 
remember  when  mine  were  as  vivid,  and  about 
as  accurate,  as  yours.  Dream  on,  boy !  A  short 
time  will  show  how  like  to  reality  is  the  picture 
your  fancy  has  sketched  of  war." 

They  had  approached  within  a  few  paces  of 
the  churchyard,  when  a  female  unclosed  the 
wicket  that  opened  on  the  shaded  avenue,  and 
suddenly  confronted  them. 

"It  is  that  cursed  gipsy!"  exclaimed 
Captain    Phillips,    evidently    annoyed    at    her 
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pnxiiiiity.  "  I  hate  to  meet  the  jade.  I  but 
brushed  her  lightly  with  my  cane,  to  &ee  myaelf 
from  her  impertineuce  in  the  forest,  and  ever 
■ince  she  regards  me  when  I  pass  her,  as  a  surly 
mastiff  scowls  at  a  ragged  b^^garman.'' 

"  I  am  ignorant,"  returned  the  major,  "  of  the 
mode  by  which  I  conciliated  her  favour ;  but  my 
'  good  morrow '  is  acknowledged  with  a  smile, 
and  when  we  part  I  am  rewarded  with  a  hearer 
benisoD.  She  is  a  strange  person  after  all.  In 
the  only  colloquy  I  had  the  honour  of  holding 
with  her  on  the  commoQ,  from  some  loose  hints 
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now  is  the  time.  The  gipsy  for  a  few  shillings 
will  unclose  the  book  of  fate — tell  you  what  the 
stars  ordain — inform  you  of  the  colour  of  your 
true  love'*s  eyes — ^and  prognosticate  the  very 
day  on  which  you  shall  be  gazetted  a  major* 
general." 

As  he  spoke  they  approached  the  woman^  who 
had  advanced  a  step  or  two  to  meet  them.  Her 
appearance  was  very  remarkable.  Just  at  the 
noon  of  life,  and  with  a  tendency  to  become  cor- 
pulent, her  face  retained  its  freshness,  and  her 
figure  its  accurate  proportions.  Handsome  as  the 
females  of  that  singular  community  are  generally 
reputed,  Ellen — for  so  she  named  herself — 
must,  a  few  years  before,  have  been  pre-eminently 
so.  The  lustrous  darkness  of  her  eyes — the 
marked  intelligence  of  her  countenance,  united 
to  the  sweetest  smile  imaginable,  had  once  made 
her  beauty  irresistible.  She  accosted  O'Connor 
with  kindness;  carelessly  addressed  his  younj:^ 
companion;  then  turning  a  searching  glance 
at  Phillips,   measured  him  from   head    to   foot 
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witb  »  look  IB  vhich  hatred  tnd  scotn  vera  com- 
bined. 

*'  Ellen,"  Btid  the  nujor,  iddreuing  her,  "  we 
would  have  our  fwtunes  told.  I  preBume  thst  I 
must  lead  the  way  " — and  taking  Bome  uItgt 
looflely  from  his  pocket,  he  presented  his  offering 
to  the  gipey. 

She  received  the  Iwgeu  gradonsly. 

"  Ay,"  she  §ud,  "  bold  and  generous  as  a  stJ- 
dier  should  be — a  stout  heart  and  open  hand. 
But,  stop:  the  fated  hour  of  your  fiirtune  is  not 
le — another  day  will  rule  your  destiny. 
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The  gipsy  answered  him  with  a  deadly 
glance. 

''  lis  false  as  himself,  major.  All  morning  I 
hafe  been  absent  from  the  village,  and,  until  this 
moment,  knew  not  that  an  express  had  been  re- 
ceived." Then,  turning  to  Captain  Phillips,  she 
continued,  ''You  call  me  an  impostor,  and  laugh 
my  art  to  scorn.  Will  you  have  the  future  told  ? 
The  past,  I  know  you  dare  not  listen  to.*^ 

"  Dare  not !  woman." 

"  Ay,  dare  Not !  Well — let  that  bide.  Now 
for  the  future.     Your  hand." 

Phillips  hesitated.  The  gipsy^s  request  was 
annoying,  and  yet  he  was  ashamed  to  refuse  it. 
tie  saw  that  O^Connor*s  curiosity  was  raised,  and 
that  his  young  companion  was  laughing  at  his 
embarrassment.  With  a  forced  effort  he  took  a 
piece  of  money  from  his  purse,  and  presented  his 
oblation  to  the  sibyl.  She  took  it  suspiciously, 
held  it  for  a  moment  at  a  distance,  and  then  flung 
it  scornfully  on  the  ground. 

**  I  would  not  keep  it,"  she  exclaimed,  '*  were 
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it  the  reddest  ore  on  which  a  lung*B  image  wu 
ever  stamped !  Evil  luck  attends  the  gift  of  him 
predestined  to  evil  fortune.  Give  me  your 
haod,  and  remember  what  I  tell  you.  You  shall 
know  the  worst,  but  the  knowledge  shall  not 
avert  the  mischief." 

His  companions  looked  on  with  mingled 
curiosity  and  surprise ;  but  Phillips  became 
pale  as  ashes,  while  the  flashing  eyes  and 
heightened  colour  of  the  gipsy  bespoke,  on  her 
part,  an  unusual  excitement. 

'Tis  all   plain  palmigtry,"    she   cootinueJ. 
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^*  Death !  "  she  replied,  in  a  low,  hollow  voice ; 
'^  a  sadden  and  a  bloody  end !  " 

'^  WeUy  after  all/'  said  the  young  subaltern, 
^'  it  is  but  the  soldier's  faie.'^ 

'^  No  ! ''  replied  the  gipsy,  sharply,  as  she  sud^- 
denly  caught  the  boy^s  hand  in  hers.  <^  See 
there !  That  is  the  symbol  of  death  upon  a 
battle-field.  Poor  youth !  I  must  not  look 
again ;  I  would  not  damp  thy  spirit.  Alas  !  ere 
winter  strips  the  trees,  a  manly  breast  will  mourn 
in  silence,  and  a  mother's  wail  be  heard  for  her 
dead  boy  I " 

There  was  a  pause.  Phillips,  with  assumed 
indifference,  broke  it  by  inquiring,  "  What  was 
the  fate  she  predicted  him  ?  " 

Casting  his  hand  away,  the  gipsy  looked  him 
steadily  in  the  face,  and  in  a  deep  tone  replied, 
"  A  felon's  ! '' 

"  A  felon's  !  "  he  shouted.  ''  Now,  by  Heaven, 
were  you  not  a  woman,  this  whip  should  repay 
your  impertinence." 

*'  ITien  would  the  prophecy  be  the  more  quickly 


16  THE  VILLAGE— GIPSV— ROUT. 

fulfilled,"  ahe  replied,  thnutiiig  her  hand  mtbin 
her  cloak,  and  producing  a  abort  poniard.  "  Faxe- 
well,  gentlemen.  Evet;  tittle  I  have  told  shall 
be  accomplished.  Yoo  and  I,  Major  O'Connor, 
shall  meet  ere  long."  Then  turning  to  Phillips — 
'*  Mark  my  words,  and  remember  them  in  yam 
parting  agony.  For  the  mischief  yon  an 
doomed  to  work — quick,  deep,  and  deadly,  nbiU 
he  the  retribution." 

She  waved  her  hand,  flung  the  wicket  to,  as  if 
she  wished  to  tear  it  from  the  hinges,  turned 
down  a  cross  walk  leading  to  the  forest,  and  i 
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officer,  turned  down  the  avenue,  leaving  O^Connor 
to  enjoy  a  solitary  walk  if  he  desired  it. 

The  major's  stroll,  however,  was  quickly  ter«» 
minated.  The  winding  of  a  horn  was  heard,  and 
the  postman^s  horse  cUttered  over  the  gravelled 
causeway.  The  hour  was  come  when  the  truth 
of  a  portion  of  the  gipsy's  prophecy  would  be  '' 
tested,  and  O'Connor  directed  his  steps  to  the 
domicile  of  Miss  Burnett,  who  discharged  the 
double  duty  of  furnishing  the  villagers  of  Ash- 
field  with  the  latest  news  and  newest  fashions. 

The  shop  of  a  smart  milliner  has  always  been 
the  favourite  lounge  of  gentlemen  of  the  sword, 
when  abiding  in  country  quarters;  and  Miss 
Burnett  was  pretty  and  piquante.  She  was 
busily  engaged  with  a  fair  customer,  when  the 
mail  arrived.  The  contents  of  the  bag  were 
quickly  spread  beside  the  ribbon-box;  and  the 
particulars  of  the  viUage  correspondence  might 
be  easily  collected  from  the  passing  observations 
of  the  handsome  postmistress. 

'*  One,  two,  three.      Bless  me  !    Only  seven 
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letters^-one  for  the  vicax,  another  for  the  apo- 
thecary, three  for  Miyor  O'Connor,  and  two  for 
Cq>taui  PhiUips.  I  positively  believe  that 
vided  captun  recnves  none  but  bitlett-doux. 
See,  these  are  written  on  perfumed  paper,  with 
French  mottos  on  their  seals.  I  have  never  re- 
marked any  coming  to  Major  O'Connor.  Is  it 
not  a  strange  thing.  Miss  Jones  I*  Bnt  here  he 
comes,  and  a  noble-looking  fellow  he  is ;  were  I 
a  lady,  I  should  prefer  him  to  Captain  Phillips, 
handsome  as  he  certunly  is." 
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but  his  teeth  and  eyes  would  have  redeemed  a 
plainer  face,  for  both  were  beautifVd.  His  voice 
was  full-toned,  and  sweetly  modulated,  with  an 
accent  just  sufficiently  marked,  to  intimate  that 
the  Emerald  Isle  was  the  place  of  his  nativity. 

A  hasty  glance  at  the  envelope  of  the  official 
letter  presented  to  him  by  the  fair  milliner,  in- 
formed the  gallant  major  that  the  rout  was  come, 
with  an  order  to  march  for  Portsmouth  on  the 
third  morning.  Having  despatched  the  important 
packet  to  the  acting  adjutant,  O'Connor  pro- 
ceeded to  examine  the  remainder  of  his  epistles  ; 
but  before  he  had  perused  his  first  letter,  Phil- 
lips and  the  young  soldier  entered  Miss  Bur- 
nett*s  shop. 

**  The  news,  major?"  was  the  captain's  hurried 
inquiry,  as  he  directed  a  careless  glance  at  the 
seals  upon  his  billets. 

"  Is  briefly  told"" — was  the  reply ;  "  I  have 
despatched  the  rout  to  the  adjutant.'' 

'*  Good  God  !  Where  for — and  when  V  and 
the  captain's  agitation  was  quite  apparent. 
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"  We  much  on  Thunday— «ur  destination 
Portsmouth"— returned  the  mftjor  calmly. 

"  Then  we  are  for  the  Peninsula  P'" 

"  Assuredly  we  are,"  responded  the  command- 
ing officer. 

"  How  unfortunate !'"  ejaculated  the  captain. 

"  Unfortunate  we  should  have  been,  had  we 
been  overlooked" — replied  Major  O'Connor. 

"  You,  and  this  silly  boy  may  think  so;  but, 
'poD  my  life !  I  have  no  fancy  for  trudging  over 
the  wide  world  in  what  old  people  called  a 
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detachment  under  order  for  the  Peninsula !  What 
will  the  world  say  ?  Do  consider  well,  before  you 
take  a  step  that  must  for  ever  compromise  your 
honour  as  a  soldier.^' 

The  handsome  captain  listened  impatiently  to 
the  fiiendly  remonstrance  of  his  companion — his 
features  betrayed  yexation—and  it  was  evident 
that  there  was  a  mental  struggle  which  was 
extremely  painful  for  the  time.  It  was  however 
short — as  with  a  passionate  exclamation  he  said, 
*'  No,  no — it  is  utterly  impossible  !  I  would  not 
leave  England  at  this  moment,  to  win  a  mar- 
shal's baton.  Have  I  your  leave,  O'Connor  ?  I 
shall  be  back  to-morrow  evening." 

The  commanding  officer  bowed  a  cold  affirma- 
tive; and  mortified  at  the  conduct  of  his  com- 
panion, turned  to  the  door,  and  broke  the  seal  of 
a  letter  that  still  remained  unopened.  ^^  Surely, 
it  cannot  be  cowardice !  '^  he  muttered.  "  No, 
no  ;  it  must  be  madness.  His  reputation  will 
be  ruined  for  ever  !  By  Heaven  !  if  I  know 
myself,  there  is  no  earthly  consideration  but  one 
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thit  could  indace  me  to  hold  back  &om  em- 
bftrkstioii,  or  do  tbe  act  that  Fhillipa  seeniB 
determined  on ! " 

The  marchande  de  modes  and  young  ensign 
bad  listened  in  ulence  to  the  brief  colloquy. 
Phillips,  although  wounded  at  the  major's  re- 
monstrance, which  imputed  much  more  than  the 
words  exactly  conveyed,  assumed  that  umulated 
indifference,  with  which  men  of  the  world  often 
mask  &om  obsemtion  feelings  which  they 
wish  to  conceal,  and  busied  himself  in  selecting 
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curled  up  Ub  lip  sarcastically,  <<  these  Irish  are 
Messed  with  an  intenninable  relationship;  and 
the  &tal  despatch  merely  announces  the  demise 
uf  some  fiftieth  cousin.  Has  Mary  Howard  been 
in  town  this  morning  ?  ^ 

^  Oh,  noy  poor  girl !  she  little  suspects  how 
soon  she  shall  lose  the  major  and  yourself,"  re- 
turned Miss  Burnett. 

**  O'Connor  seems  touched  in  that  quarter. 
Don't  you  think  so,  pretty  one  ?  '^  inquired  the 
captain,  carelessly. 

'*  Yes/'  she  replied.  "  Few  look  on  Miss 
Howard  with  impunity.  There  are  others  beside 
the  major,  who  may  leave  their  hearts  behind/' 
and  she  looked  archly  at  the  lady-killer. 

"  Ah,  the  girl^s  passable.  Well  enough  for  a 
country  beauty,  certainly.  Come,  Tom,  you 
roust  do  some  little  matters  for  me  in  my  absence, 
as  our  'sejour'  is  rather  limited.  Addio,  mia 
hella — till  to-morrow,  I  kiss  your  hands.'" 

Passing  his  arm  through  that  of  his  youthful 
companion,    he    gracefully    saluted    the    mar- 
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chande  de  modes,  and  headed  towirda  "  The 
Oieyhound,"  to  order  post-horsea  for  tfae  me- 
tropolis. 

The  pretty  iniUmer  looked  after  him  as  he 
walked  down  the  village  street. 

'*  He  IB  more  than  handsome,"  she  muttered ; 
**  and  yet  one  honest  smile  £rom  that  dashing 
major  were  worth  all  his  heartless  homage.  I 
marked  them  both.  How  diflerently  was  a 
summons  for  the  field  received !  One  eye 
lightened,  while  the  other  quailed.  O'Connor, 
one  whisper  of  regard  from  thee  would  win  my 
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Pacing  the  forest. 
Chewing  the  food  of  sweet  and  bitter  &ncy. 

Shakspeare. 

Down  in  the  valley  come  meet  me  to-night, 
And  ril  tell  you  your  fortune  truly. 

Moore. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


THE  FOREST  AND  THD  FOETUNE-TELLEfi. 

Edwahd  O'Coknob  was  an  orphan  firom  IJie 
cradle.  His  fiitiier  was  killed  early  in  the  re- 
Tolutionary  war^  and  his  mother  survived  her 
husband  but  a  twelvemonth.  Thrown  upon  the 
world  helpless  and  improtected,  the  infant  was 
abandoned  by  every  relation  but  a  maiden  aunt. 
She  nursed  him  tenderiy,  and  he  grew  up  a 
stout  and  manly  boy.  In  compliment  to  his 
fiither^s  memory^  he  was  presented  with  an  en- 
signcy  at  fifteen.  Fortune  smiled  upon  him,  for 
his  daring  spirit  placed  him  in  her  path.  Years 
rolled  on^  and  O'Connor  returned  to  his  &tber- 
land  with  a  majority. 

c  2 
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Fiom  the  Delect  of  his  reUdong,  the  yooag 
•ddier  held  intercoune  with  nose  of  them,  save 
het  vho  bad  proved  his  protector.  His  boyhood 
had  passed  away  unDoticed,  and  his  existence 
was  only  asceituned  by  bis  name  being  con- 
tinued in  the  army-list  But  when  that  name 
was  honourably  mentioned  in  the  affiur  of  Li^; 
when  after  bong  wounded  at  Talavera  and 
Buaaco,  his  fortune  carried  him  safely  through 
ittb  breach  vt  Badajoi,  the  leader  of  a  fotUtra 
hope,  and  his  gallantry  was  rewarded  with  pror 
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bad  opened  in  Miss  Burnett's  shop  announced 
that  an  inheritiance  of  two  thousand  pounds  a 
year  was  his. 

When  0*Connor  cleared  the  village,  he  struck 
into  one  of  the  numerous  paths  that  intersected 
the  low  brushwood,  with  which  the  forest  was 
overgrown.  A  fine  spring  evening  was  closing 
in,  and  the  silence  of  the  hour  was  only  broken 
by  the  twittering  of  birds,  and  the  more  distant 
tinkle  of  the  sheep-bells.  It  was  a  place  and 
time  fitted  for  a  lover's  meditations ;  and  as  the 
soldier  pursued  his  solitary  walk — ^no  object 
disturbed  the  eye,  no  sound  dispelled  his  mu- 
sing— deeper  and  deeper  he  involved  himself 
among  the  tangled  underwood,  until  the  baying 
of  a  dog  roughly  dispelled  liis  reveries,  and  a 
light  stream  of  curling  smoke,  eddjring  over  the 
foliage  of  the  copse,  intimated  to  the  wanderer^ 
that  ^^  something  living"  was  in  his  immediate 
vicinity. 

The  path   had  gradually  narrowed  until   the 
hazel-boughs  united  with  each  other,  and  almost 
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ranea  s  furtlier  pn^icsi.  VoioM  wen  mm 
distinctly  heud,  and  die  dog's  IwAbecnne  knrier 
and  more  impstient.  O'Connor  poslied  die 
Inwiehes  aade,  and  emetged  mddenljr  from  the 
thicket.  A  forest  ^ade  lay  before  him ;  and  ui 
its  green  and  lerel  swaid,  he  disoovered  a  group 
of  gipsies  preparing  thor  evening  meaL 

A  sweeter  spot  could  not  hare  been  selected 
than  that  on  vhieh  the  wanderers  were  encamped. 
Belted  by  a  close  and  almost  imperrioos  thicket, 
the   gipsy  bmiuac  was   difficult  of   approach. 


TH£  f  01.TUKE-TELLEIL  31 

awjM^  ^  0X7^im>T'«  9ppf<Hi[di>  «iv«iiGecl  boldly 
tQ  Aq  ipp^oiflW  of  fb^  lUdite^  as  if  detannined  to 
withstand  the  entrance  of  a  stranger. 

Alow  and  pecnaliar  ▼hiaUe  at;  once  recalled  the 
dog,  and  a  dark  and  keen-looking  man  civilly 
?tt|Ufeled  the  soldi^  t«  ^^  come  forward  to  the 
fire."  The  inYitation  was  accepted.  A  girl  of 
uncommon  beauty  instantly  arranged  a  turf  seat ; 
the  soldier  joined  the  group^  and  found  himself 
in  the  centre  of  the  wild  community,  an  object 
of  curiosity  to  all. 

^^  It  grows  duskish,"  said  the  old  man.  '^  Pro- 
bably you  have  strayed  from  the  forest  road  V 

'*  Indeed  I  have,*^  replied  the  soldier,  "  and  I 
must  require  some  assistance  from  you,  to  enable 
me  to  recover  my  way.'' 

"  You  walk  late,  sir,"  said  the  gipsy. 

"Yes — I  was  wandering  in  the  woods,  and 
accident  conducted  me  to  your  bivouac — a  lovelier 
glade  to  encamp  on  those  could  not  desire, 
*  under  the  greenwood  tree  who  love  to  lie.'  Is 
this  your  favourite  retreat  ? "' 
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"  N«— «c  an  iiiwiliMii  hm;  hot  «e  I 


"  Yorai  M  ft  pin- >  Mid  a  aurdeM  ife," 
pmviied  the  Mil£«. 

"  Ay,"  aud  the  old  msn,  **  vha  leans  «>e 
giccn,  eDdfaiidi  ntmB^agtiimcapmtmAhfedgh- 
row  are  mtnia  dun  the  tmru.  Se—ie  vil 
dunge,  md  bon^  grow  ban;  and  yoe,  «hs 
hare  nerer  known  an  anabdtered  bend  at  aid* 
night,  would  then  own  the  comftct  of  •  not,  no 
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• '  ^  And  lul8  he  sever  known  a  wet  sward  and 
atany  sky  7^  she  ezdaimed,  in  answer  to  the  old 
man's  observation.  **  Fool !  "  she  continued, 
'^  often  has  the  night-wind  moaned  over  him  as 
he  lay  upon  the  ground,  where  none  could  tell  the 
livii^  from  the  dead." 

O'Connor  started  and  looked  up,  while  the 
gipsy  scrutinized  his  features.  *'  Yesf,*'  she  conti- 
nued, ^'  all  is  written  there — the  past,  the  present, 
and  the  future.  Speak — shall  I  tell  of  battle- 
fields— or  turn  from  war  to  love,  and  name  a 
name  fisur  dearer  to  your  ear,  than  ever  was  the 
maddening  cry  of  victory  ?"' 

"You  know  me  then?"  said  the  soldier. 

The  gipsy  bowed  her  head  slightly. 

*'  What  you  told  me  in  the  churchyard  avenue 
has  happened ;  a  strange  and  unexpected  turn  of 
fortune  has  befallen  me." 

"  Yes ;  I  could  not  be  mistaken.  I  know  the 
past — I  see  the  present — and  I  can  foretel  what 
the  future  must  be.     Come,  sir,  I  would  speak 

c3 
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with  you  apart — foUow  me — fer  t  have  that  to 
ny  which  inquires  a  private  hearing." 

She  lifted  a  billet  from  the  6k,  while  O'Connor 
rose  ftom  the  torf,  and  accompanied  her  to  the 
extremity  of  the  glade,  where  a  projecting  dump 
of  copsewood  concealed  them  Stota  the  obser- 
vation of  the  gipey  bivouac.  His  dark  compa- 
nion took  the  soldier's  hand,  and  by  the  Bick- 
ering light  of  the  firebrand,  examined  its  lines 
attentively. 

"  Enough,"  she  said.     "  Two  hours  since  1 
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the  pasty  ere  luiffold  what  yet  lies  in  the  womb 
of  time? 'V 

^^  If  you  please,  Ellen,^^  return^  the  soldier, 
strack  with  the  imposing  solemnity  of  the  gipsy ''a 
raaaner,  while  onoe  more  he  submitted  his  hand 
to  her  inspection. 

^<  All  is  distinct  and  legible-— the  beginning 
and  the  end  alike — a  red  cradle  and  a  red  grave 
— one  parent  weltering  on  a  bloody  field — the 
other  filling  an  early  tomb."  She  turned  her 
sparkling  eyes  upon  the  listener,  and  asked  him, 
"  was  it  so  ?" 

*'  You  are  indeed  right,  Ellen,"  replied  the 
major ;  "  but  this  disclosure  is  no  proof  of 
second  sight — my  orphanage,  and  its  attendant 
circumstances,  are  generally  known." 

The  gipsy  proceeded  without  noticing  his 
observation. 

"  Nursed  by  a  fair  woman,  the  child  became 
a  boy — and  the  boy  would  be  a  soldier.  He 
crossed  the  ocean  wave — and  before  the  down 
blackened  on  his  cheek,  heard  the  roar  of  battle 
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bcnnth  the  banm^  ikiei  of  Egypt.  Yam 
pused,  and  the  boy  i^tened  iato  —haw! 
Agnn  I  ace  him  on  the  field  of  death — no  longat 
with  the  adnnang  ttq)  of  nclarj,  hat  wtxag^ag 
on  a  hroken  bridge,  amoi^  the  latt  ounbatanti 
of  a  retreating  army.  The  scene  hai  dumged 
anew — on  a  green  biD.  endrded  by  fiueyanU 
and  ccak-trees,  two  boBta  an  ttnTing  fiar  the 
bci^ta.  Where  it  the  wMia  now  p  Bleed- 
ii^  on  the  ground,  while  a  vtnnan  hai^  over 
him  like  a  mother,  and  lecala  bin  back  to 
life!" 
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€iid^;    darkness  and  silence  had  succeeded; 
and,  wearied  with  noise  and  blood,  the  contend- 
ing foea  had  sank  to  rest.    Rest !  Ay,  such  as 
that  unearthly  calm  which  precedes  a  tropic 
hnnicane !    Hush ! — 'Tis  the  measured  tramp  of 
massive  columns,  moving  silently  towards  yon 
bfoken  widl.    They  approach  the  breach  unno- 
ticed and  unassailed ;  not  a  bugle  sounds ;  not  a 
musket  betrays  the  midnight  advance.     Another 
minute  of  harrowing  silence — and  the  volcano 
bursts  !    Rockets  and  blue  lights  flare  across  the 
murky  sky — cannons  roar — shells  hiss  —  and 
cheers,  and  yells,  and  curses,  add  their  infernal 
accompaniment.    The  forlorn  hope  are  struggling 
through   the  ditch — a   shower  of  death   reigns 
round  them,  and   the  breach    is  choked  with 
corpses.     Again,  and  again,  the  assailants  mount 
the  ruins,  mown  down  in  hundreds  by  the  wither- 
ing fire  of  a  hidden  enemy,  or  empaled  upon  tlie 
bayonets  of  their  comrades.   Where  is  the  soldier 
now  ? — Mark  yon  remote  rampart  which  a  daring 
band  has  carried  by  escalade !    There — pressing 
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OD  the  retiring  Ftendi ;  theie — ohecriag  on  bis 
isBperate  followers ;  there — ia  the  ■qldisr — whUe 
the  wild  dieera  of  his  compsnioni*  timag  «bove 
the  hetliBh  din  of  battle,  ptodaim  the  &U  irf* 
Badajoz !     Is  the  tale  true  1"" 

"  True!"  excUimed  the  soldio'i  u  his  kin- 
dling eye  and  outstretched  arm  showed  the 
excitement  which  the  gipsy's  vivid  painting  had 
aroused  "  True !  it  is  witchery — every  event 
froin  childhood — my  whole  career  diiplayed  as  in 
a  mirror — my  parents'  death — the  fight  of  Alex- 
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Attorga — ^imagine  «  pfetsmg  enemy — roads,  «l- 
nnet  ioipMsable  finmi  tempestuous  weather,  and 
die  moltitodes  that  hnke  up  their  suzfaee— 
lam,  and  snow,  and  -storm — no  fire  to  warm— 
no  loof  to  shelter — and  say^  would  not  these 
united  miseries  overcome  the  endurance  of  the 
bddest  soldier?  Then  fancy  a  deserted  woman, 
cumbered  with  a  sickly  child,  and  loaded  with 
booty  for  which  she  had  perilled  the  dangers  of 
a  battle-field,  and  which  she  now  wanted  reso- 
lution to  abandon — what  would  be  the  chances 
of  escape  ?  The  winter  blast  was  howling  mourn- 
fully, and  night  set  in — the  British,  harassed  by 
a  long  march,  were  halted  for  the  night  on  a  bare 
hiU-sidCy  that  afforded  but  little  shelter  from  the 
piercing  east  wind.  The  last  of  the  retiring 
soldiery  had  crossed  a  wooden  bridge,  which  a 
young  officer  and  part  of  the  rear-guard  were 
directed  to  cut  down,  to  place  the  flooded  river 
between  the  retreating  troops  and  their  pursuers. 
The  work  of  destruction  was  rapid — the  last 
planks  were   tearing  from  the  beam  that  sup- 
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ported  them,  when  a  wretched  foUower  of  the 
amp,  urged  on  a  weary  and  overladen  mole. 
The  French  light  troops  were  already  pressmg 
down  the  hill — and,  in  another  minute,  she  must 
hare  been  exposed  to  plunder,  and  probably 
some  nameless  insult.  She  reach«d  the  river 
bank— -she  called,  by  his  own  hopes  of  mercy,  for 
pity  from  the  soldier — but  he  laboured  on.  An- 
other blow  or  two,  and  the  plank  woold  have 
ftUen — another  minute,  and  the  enemy  be  up. 
Deq>erately  that  helpless  and  devoted  wretch 
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it  tijk.  ^  Fear  nothing !'  he  said,  <  The  act  was 
mine,  and  on  me  be  the  consequences.  Fall 
bade,  men !'  They  obeyed,  and  found  shelter 
behind  a  copse,  from  the  spattering  of  the 
French  advance — all  were  safe  except  the  gal- 
lant youth  who  had  saved  the  deserted  woman. 
He  stood  alone,  and  his  blows  fell  quick  as 
lightning  on  the  fragment  of  the  woodwork. 
^  Run,^  cried  a  soldier ;  *  run,  sir,  or  you  are 
a  prisoner  V  But  next  moment,  a  splash  in 
the  water  told  that  the  destruction  of  the  bridge 
was  completed ;  and  unhurt,  the  bold  commander 
of  the  rear-guard  effected  his  escape,  amid  the 
cheering  of  his  comrades. — Is  there  any  pas- 
sage of  your  life  that  in  aught  resembles  this 
scene?" 

The  soldier  had  listened  with  deep  interest. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  I  remember  a  similar 
occurrence. — Pshaw  !  after  all  it  was  a  trifle ; — 
and  who,  for  the  chances  of  a  random  shot  or 
two,  would  abandon  a  woman  who  had  asked 
assistance  ?^ 


>  r«D  kaev  hv,  af  e 


"lalnd'— Mctfaiaki  l^  gnlitaifa  AnU 


«r  PioB.  he  vimd  a  aght  dnt  wnU  d- 
aMNt  ^■Dikn  a  wwaraa  haart.  it  vaa  toe 
e«tn^  facAR  Ac  balde.     Fw  aa  ike  c^  eodd 
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and  rallkig  dawfy  upwards,  aimounced  to  its 
dcfendtiSy  tbaft  the  storm  of  war  was  oomiiig; 
Tke  bsoken  surfiMe  of  ike  mountain  became  the 
scene  of  nnmevons  eombats ;  bnt  thoogh  out- 
aumbeied  fisr,  the  British  kept  dieir  vantage- 
gsound,  and  rqiuked  the  attempts  upon  their 
left.  On  the  light^  an  aceidental  success  led  to 
a  bloodier  encounter.  Covered  by  the  smoke, 
the  French  light  troops  swarmed  over  the  face  of 
the  Sierra,  and  gained  the  summit  of  the  ric^e ; 
while  a  mass  of  infantry,  foUowing  the  voldgeurs 
in  close  column,  struggled  up  the  heights,  and 
nearly  reached  the  table-land.  This  was  the 
crisis  of  the  day.  An  English  brigade,  couched 
behind  the  hUl  for  shelter  from  the  cannonade, 
suddenly  sprang  up  and  met  them.  One  close 
and  shattering  volley  arrested  the  French  advance. 
Vainly  their  leaders  rushed  to  the  front,  waved 
their  schakos  above  their  heads,  and  shouted 
**  Forward  !  "  Just  then  a  rush  was  heard — a 
wild  hurrah  rose  above  the  thunder  of  the  can- 
nonade.    The  smoke  parted — and  glancing  in  the 
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bnf^t  nuubme,  the  Brittah  fine  yrnre  seen  ad- 
nacing  to  the  elu^.  The  Frencli  ddirered  ifc 
fteble  vtdley,  recoiled,  varered,  broke,  sHA  laa 
down  the  hill,  leaving  die  Siem  in  the  poBsesrion 
of  tbeconqueiora.  Where  wu  the  soldier  then  ? 
Extended  on  the  gronnd,  fiunt  snd  bleeding — 
ft  wonun^B  um  supported  his  droo^nng  head — a 
woman's  hand  moutened  his  parched  lips — and 
though  the  face  of  the  heights  was  phjnghed  by 
shot  and  shells,  she  never  left  him  for  a  moment, 
until  a  fktigue  party  of  bis  own  regiment  carried 
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<<  And  have  you  never  seen  that  countenance 
sa^e  on  the  hill  of  Busaco  ?" 

<>  Never  P  said  the  soldier. 

'^Was  she  your  countrywoman?"  inquired 
the  gipsy. 

**  Even  that  I  cannot  telL  I  should  say  not. 
Her  cheek  was  swarthy — her  hair  black  as  the 
raven's  wing — her  air  and  look  foreign." 

*^  Surely  you  have  often  met  features  that 
would  recal  her  memory  ?" 

"  I  may,"  replied  the  soldier ;  "  but  I  did  not 
particularly  remark  them.**^ 

^^  And  would  you  still  wish  to  meet  that  dark 
woman  ?"  she  inquired  sharply. 

"  I  should  indeed." 

^f  Look  then  on  me  !  she  whom  you  saved  at 
Lugo  is  before  you— and  the  same  hand  that  on 
the  mountain-ridge  of  Busaco  held  the  wine* 
flask  to  your  lips,  now  grasps  yours  !*" 

''  Heavens !  am  I  dreaming  ?"  exclaimed  the 
soldier.  <*It  is  the  same  dark  eye — it  is  the 
signe  brown  cheek !" 


4b  the  forest  and 

*' Attend  to  me,"  aiid  the  gipsy  :  **it  k  now 
past  sunset,  and  three  honzs  hence  the  TJIIigi 
will  be  quiet.  When  the  dock  stiikea  ten, 
neet  me  under  the  lime-tree  in  the  oentn  dt  the 
dlurchyard.  There  we  shall  be  safe  from  intev- 
mptJOD. — Hju  MajCK  O'Connor  any  otgectiDB  to 
the  place  and  hour  F" 

The  solduT  smiled. 

*'  Deadi  and  I,"  lie  aud,  "  ate,  aa  yon  know, 
old  acquaintances ;  and  I  shall  not  be  iiilrnfd 
n  intnider  on  his  '^™»™" — At  teuj  1F-ll'*'i  I  dull 
be  waitmg  at  the  lime-tree." 
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the  opeiiiiigB  in  the  coppice.  Presently  the 
]]^t  Tanuhed — ^the  hum  of  Toices  died  away — 
nothing  indicated  the  proximity  rf  the  gipsy 
cantonment ;  and  apparently^  the  only  wanderers 
on  the  fixreat  were  the  soldier  and  his  handsome 
goide. 


THE  REJECTION. 

Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead ! 
Stabbed  with  a  white  wench's  black  eye. 

Shakspearf. 

My  hand  met  hers  with  trembling  touch  ; 
*Twas  the  first  time  I  dared  so  much, 

And  yet  she  chid  not. 

Moore, 
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CHAPTER  III. 


THE  REJECTION. 


For  a  quarter  of  an  hour  CConnor  accom- 
panied the  young  Gipsy  through  a  succession  of 
glades  and  thickets,  which,  in  the  gloom  of 
evening,  would  have  been  impracticable  to  a 
stranger.  To  Rosa,  however,  the  difficulties  of 
the  forest  appeared  familiar,  and  she  led  the  way 
at  a  quick  pace,  until  the  last  clump  of  under- 
wood was  cleared,  and  the  sparkling  lattices  of 
the  village  were  seen  at  the  distance  of  a  mile. 
Receiving  the  soldier's  gratuity  with  a  curtesy, 
his  pretty  guide  bade  him  a  kind  good  night, 
entered  the  copse  again,  and  left  O'Connor  to 
pursue  his  way  i  n  solitude. 

d2 
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His  late  inteniew  with  tbo  stnogt  femil^ 
whom  he  had  so  unexpectedly  encountered,  had 
left  a  deep  impremon.  How  any  pereon  cotild 
have  been  so  intinutely  acquainted  with  every 
incident  of  a  military  life,  passed  chiefly  in  • 
foreign  land,  was  unaccountable;  and  that  that 
person  was  a  woman,  enhanced  the  mystery.  At 
present  the  thing  was  inexplicable,  and  he  detCT- 
mined  to  control  his  curiosity  until  the  hour  of 
meeting  came.  The  effi^rt  was  succeasAiI ;  and, 
in  8  short  time,  the  gentle  object  that  had  occn- 
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Howard  has  a  heart  to  give  ?  That  question  must 
be  speedily  determined.  I  can  no  longer  bear 
suspense,  and  endure  the  torment  ^of  uncertainty. 
This  hour  should  end  it.  Should?  It  shalL 
The  trial  must  be  made — and  on  Mary's  deci- 
sion my  Aiture  course  shall  hinge.  *^ 

Without  entering  the  village  street,  O'Connor 
turned  into  a  green  lane  that  led  directly  to  the 
parsonage.  The  moon  was  just  rising — and  as 
she  topped  the  dark  foliage  of  the  lofty  chest- 
nuts, flung  a  silvery  light  upon  the  white  build- 
ing they  overhung.  He  paused,  and  leaning 
against  a  close-cut  hedge,  which  separated  the 
flower  knot  from  the  paddock,  silently  examined 
the  dwelling  of  his  mistress.  All  around  bespoke 
an  humble  but  happy  home — all  around  was 
peaceful,  calm,  and  tranquillizing.  The  lofty 
poplars  flung  their  lengthened  shadows  across  the 
turf,  while  many  a  shrub  and  creeper  exhaled^  in 
the  dew  of  evening,  a  fresh  and  grateful  perfume. 
A  glare,  redder  than  the  moonbeams,  flashed 
from  an  open  lattice  on  the  green  parterre.  In 
that  lighted  room  the  lady  of  his  love  was  sitting. 
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O'Connor  spnmg  over  the  endonire — •  few  sU^ 
more — and  Mary  Howard  wu  before  liim ! 

Concealed  by  a  full-grown  myrtle,  the  nldia 
gated  in  silence  on  her  whose  fiat  was  presently 
to  decide  the  character  of  his  after  life.  Sht 
was  the  sole  occupant  of  the  apartment,  and, 
unconscious  that  she  wu  obserred,  seemed 
wn^ped  in  deep  and  painf\il  meditation.  One 
^ance  at  her  intelligent  eyes  betrayed  mental 
inquietude,  and  more  than  once  a  deep  sigh 
escaped  her.  O'Connor  gated  upon  the  beautiful 
girl  with  pleasure  mingled  with  apprehension.    A 
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A  nisiliiig  noige  from  the  leaves  of  the  myrtle, 
wfaidi  an  involuntary  movemeDt  of  the  soldier 
oeeasMnedy  seemed  to  dispel  Mary's  revery.  She 
turned  over  tlie  leaves  of  an  open  music-book, 
took  op  a  guitar  tibat  was  lying  on  the  table,  and 
striking  a  fienr  chords,  Bang,  in  a  voice  that  thrilled 
through  the  listener's  heart,  a  baUad  that  was 
not  unknown  to  him. 

THE  HIGHLAND  SOLDIER  TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

L 
Give  me  this  valley  for  my  home, 

The  heather  for  my  nightly  pillow. 
And  I  will  ask  no  more  to  roam, 

Or  brave  the  field,  or  dare  the  billow. 
Yes,  love,  for  thee  I'll  all  forego. 

With  war's  red  honours  cloy'd  and  weary  ; 
What  bliss  can  Donald's  bosom  know 

Like  thy  sweet  smiles,  my  artless  Mary. 

IL 

For  me  the  bugle  sounds  no  more, 

Nor  drum  shall  beat  its  loud  alarm  ; 
Again  I  seek  my  native  shore, 

To  shield  thee,  love,  from  scaith  and  harm. 
He  who  has  roam'd  the  world  as  long. 

Will  own  his  wanderings  sad  and  dreary ; 
For,  oh !  among  the  tinsell'd  throng, 

He'll  find  no  heart  like  thine,  sweet  Mary ! 
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BcGhv  the  Uat  aoundi  of  the  sympboiqr  had 
died  upon  ttte  strings,  O'Connor  stood  befon.  the 
startled  musician.  A  deep  Uiish  omnpfead  ber 
countenance,  as  with  minted  fedJixip  of  pleame 
and  surprise,  she  took  his  hand  and  bade  bim 
a  warm  welcome.  For  some  minutes  both  la- 
boured under  evident  embairasament ;  but  the 
nuyor's  self-possession  speedily  returned,  and  he 
placed  himself  upon  the  sofa  beside  the  timid 
girl. 

"  Well,  Miss  Howard,  is  not  this  profeaion  of 
arms  a  sad  one  F  Just  when  fiiendships  hare  be«a 
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''  Uli  the  fate  of  war,"  said  O'Connor,  with  a 
fttOM  sinile* 

' ^*  Aitml"  returned  the  fiur  girl  with  a  si^h, 
^^wiiat  a  long  period  may  probably  elapse  before 
you  reiiut  England.^ 

^Ay,  my  dear  Miss  Howard,  and  the  odds 
are  pretty  heavy,  that  many  of  us  shall  never 
letunu" 

^^  It  is  a  fearful  thought;"  and  her  pallid 
cheek  and  broken  voice  betrayed  her  feelings. 
**  This  sudden  order  must  have  surprised  you, 
major  ?  " 

"  Not  particularly.  Miss  Howard  ;  I  have 
been  firequently  moved  from  quarters  before  now, 
even  with  slighter  ceremony.'^ 

**  Miss  Burnett,  who  was  lately  here,  men- 
tioned that  your  letters  appeared  to  be  of  more 
than  ordinary  interest." 

The  major  smiled  :  "  And  did  the  pretty 
milliner  observe  the  interest  they  excited  ?  " 

**  She  did,  and  feared,  from  your  abrupt  de- 

D  3 
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parture,  that  some  evil  ddiaga  had  been  com- 
municated." 

The  soldier  sighed :  **  AJas !  Miss  Howard,  it 
proreB  ho<r  little  the  expression  of  the  coun- 
tenance may  be  taken  as  a  faithAil  index  of  the 
heart.  That  letter  would  be  reckoned  by  most 
men  the  harbinger  of  joy,  for  it  announced  that 
one  who  stood  between  me  and  a  fortune  ww 
gone." 

"  Indeed,  major!" 

"  Such  Indeed  was  the  intelligence  that  made 
me  oblivious  of  my  parting  good-morrow  to  the 
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the  soldier  broke  it — '*  'Tis  late,  Miss  Howard ; 
I  have  stolen  upon  you  unannounced ;  am  I  an 
intruder  ?  *' 

**  Oh,  no ;  I  was  so  lonely  when  you  came  in. 
My  fiither  was  obliged  to  idsit  a  sick  friend, 
and  his  residence  beii^  distant,  it  will  be  late 
befi>re  he  can  be  home.  But  for  your  visit, 
major,  I  should  have  had  a  long  and  solitary 
evening  to  contend  with.  How  much  my  father 
wUl  regret  his  absence — you  are  such  a  fa- 
vourite." 

«  Am  I,  indeed  ?" 

^*  Indeed  you  are.  I  had  an  only  brother.  He 
died  before  I  can  remember  the  event  —  my 
father  still  loves  to  speak  of  him ;  and  from  some 
fancied  similarity  between  you,  he  imagines  that, 
had  his  boy  lived,  he  would  have  been  such 
another  as  yourself." 

The  soldier  smiled,  and  Miss  Howard  con- 
tinued— 

*'  Pray,  when  is  Captain  Phillips  expected  to 
return  ?" 
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"  You  ue  swan,  1  jmaume,  that  we  ate  aboat 

to  lose  him  P" 

"  No— ye« — "  and  she  coloured  sliglitly.  "  In 
&ct,  Miss  Buroett  told  me  samething  of  it." 

"  I  tegret  it  on  hii  own  account.  It  ia  a  laah 
and  dangerous  experiment.'" 

'*  Might  not  circumstftDcea,  however,  jusliiy 
the  step  P^  she  inquired  with  considerable  am- 
mation. 

"  None  could.  Miss  Howard.  PhiUipa  hat 
already  declined  the  call  of  duty,  and  given  xif 
a  raiment,  rather  than  leave  the'klngdom.    This 
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heaps  herfiiToon  on  your  head,  why  not  seek 
and  secure  that  tranquil  happiness  and  quiet, 
which  I  haTe  heard  you  say  that,  in  earlier  life, 
you  so  much  longed  after  V* 

While  she  spoke,  a  deeper  blush  overspread 
her  cheeks,  and  her  soft  and  beaming  eyes 
fell  timidly  before  the  ardent  glances  of  her 
companion. 

"  Miss  Howard,"  said  the  soldier,  "  you  have 
unconsciously   touched    a   chord    that   awakens 
the  softest — or  it  would  probably  be  juster  to 
term  them  the  weakest — ^feelings  of  a  heart  not 
much  accustomed  to  indulge  in  sentiment.     It 
is   true   that,  hitherto,  mine    has    been   a   wild 
career  of  danger  and  excitement,  and  that  a 
fortune   more  than  sufficient   to  realize    every 
reasonable  want  or  wish  has  suddenly  devolved 
\q>on  me :  yet  there  exists  but  one  consideration 
that   could  induce  me  to  abandon  a  profession 
which  in  boyhood  was  the  object  of  my  pride, 
and  in  manhood  the  hope  of  my  ambition. — 
Listen  to  me,  Mary  !^' 
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It  was  the  fiitt  time  that  name  had  ever  paved 
his  lips.  Min  Howard  wa«  deeply  affected,  and 
O'Connor's  &ltcring  tones  betrayed  emotuniB  too 
powerful  to  be  concealed.  He  took  her  hand, 
and  thus  condnuetU- 

"  Mary !  I  have  been  from  in&ncy  an  orphan, 
and  never  known  the  ties  of  love  and  kindred, 
save  f<nr  one,  who  now  sleeps  in  the  grave.  I 
have  been  a  wanderer  on  the  worid.  I  have  had 
no  home  whereto  I  night  turn  my  weary  stqie— 
no  heart  rqoieed  6xt  my  succeves ;  and  no  eye 
would  have  wept  fiir  me  had  I  fidlen.     What 
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There  is  one  for  whom  my  heart  beats — there  is 
one  whose  form  is  ever  before  me — one  for  whom 
even  glory  itself  would  be  resigned  V*  He  made 
a  bng  pause.  '^  Mary  !  canst  thou  not  read  the 
secret  of  my  heart  ?  Mary — thou  art  that  one 
whom  I  so  love  and  idolize  \" 

As  O^Connor  proceeded,  Miss  Howard's  flush- 
ing countenance  became  more  deeply  crimsoned. 
But  when  he  named  her  name — when  he  declared 
her  to  be  the  object  of  his  adoration — the  roses 
as  rapidly  died  away,  and  an  unearthly  paleness 
succeeded  them. 

"  Oh  God  !"  she  exclaimed,  "  what  a  trial  is 
this  !  Let  me  collect  myself:  my  thoughts 
wander — my  brain  is  burning  !  This  is  indeed 
80  unexpected !" 

He  had  placed  his  arm  round  her,  and  Mary 
Howard  suffered  it  to  remain. 

**  O'Connor,"  she  said,  faintly,  "  if  there  be  on 
earth  one  whom  I  regard  with  sisterly  affection, 
you  are  the  man.  Were  I  to  name  him  with 
whom  my  happiness  would  be  secure,  it  should 
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be  you.  Yet,  much  u  I  admne — moeh  w  I 
reelect  jrou — mucli  as  I  esteoD  ■  dednatioii-tif 
affection,  of  which  the  proudest  m^ht  be  Tain-- 
beyond  the  bond  of  fnendship,  no  other  tie  can 
bind  us."^ 

The  soldier  by  turns  grew  pale  and  red-^— 
"  Mary,  do  I  hear  you  r^ht  ?  I  asCed  you  fitr 
your  heart,  and — " 

"  Alas  !  I  have  none  to  give  you  —  mine . 
is  already  gcme  —  my  hand  is  plighted  to 
another." 

"  Another?" 
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Stood  with  felded  mns,  and  eyes  fixed  on  his  lost 
love;  Bliss  Howard  rose,  and  offered  him  her 
hand. 

^  O^Connory  will  you  loTe  me  as  a  brother  P  " 

"  As  a  brother,  Mary  ?  ^ 

He  gased  on  her  for  a  few  moments  with  a 
melandioly  look — caught  her  to  his  breast,  and 
madly  pressed  her  lips  with  his.  "  Mary,  may 
you  be  happy,  as  I  am  wretched  !  '^  he  said — 
rushed  from  the  apartment,  and  bounding  across 
the  hedge,  Mary  Howard  was  left  to  weep  alone. 
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I  cannot  prate  in  puling  strain. 
Of  lady-love  and  beauty's  chain  : 
If  changing  cheek  and  scorching  vein, 
Lips  taught  to  writhe,  but  not  complain  ; 
If  bursting  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 
And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel. 
And  all  that  I  have  felt  and  feel 
Betoken  love — that  love  was  mine. 

The  Giaouk. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE   CHURCHYARD  MEETING. 


It  might  seem  surprising  that  one  whose 
character  was  firm  almost  to  sternness,  should 
feel  a  rejected  suit  so  deeply  as  Major  O'Connor 
appeared  to  do,  when  he  rushed  wildly  from  the 
parsonage,  and  again  turned  his  steps  towards 
the  outskirts  of  the  forest.  It  was  indeed  a 
moment  of  exquisite  suffering — his  fairy  fabric 
overthrown — his  cherished  hopes  blasted  in  their 
very  infancy.  But  a  few  hours  since,  to  part 
from  Mary  Howard  might  have  caused  him 
inward  pain,  but  certainly  he  would  have  exhi< 
bited  his  customary  resolution.  Every  thing, 
theii^  prohibited  him  from  loving.     He  was  poor 
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beatmg  from  the  tower,  croned  the  atile  ot  tibe 
churchyard,  and  walked  slowly  towards  the  wdl> 
known  rendezvous. 

All  around  him  w«  silent;  the  Tibradma  of 
the  bell  gradually  died  on  the  night-breeie,  and 
the  loneliness  of  the  dwelling  of  the  dead  was 
disturbed  by  no  living  thing  but  himself.  Be- 
neath the  shadow  of  the  lime-tree  a  figure  wia 
indistinctly  seen;  it  was  motionless  as  tke 
effigies  of  the  departed,  and  until  he  had  ^t- 
proacbed  within  a  pace  or  two,  ihe  soldier 
doubted  whether  the  object  on  which  he  looked 
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to  the  test,  and  for  the  knowledge  of  what  re- 
mains I  would  not  give  one  &rthing." 

''  Indeed,  major !  '** 

*<  Aye,  had  there  been  aught  to  tell,  our  meet- 
hig  should  have  been  somewhat  earlier." 

Would  that  it  had ! "  returned  the  Gipsy  ; 

then  would  you  have  been  spared  the  humilia- 
tion of  a  rejection.'" 

O'^Connor  started  back  as  he  passionately  ex- 
claimed, "  Woman !  how  comes  it  that  my  life, 
past  and  present,  is  open  to  your  view  ?  Scarcely 
an  hour  has  elapsed,  and  yt  you  tell  me  what 
occurred  when,  save  myself,  there  was  but  another 
present.^ 

"  Yes,  major,  other  eyes  were  looking  on, 
for  I  was  standing  in  the  orchard.  I  saw  Mary 
Howard  in  your  arms ;  I  saw  you  rush  madly  to 
the  forest ;  I  saw  the  girl  sink  on  the  floor  in  an 
agony  of  tears.  What  did  all  this  tell  ?  That 
he  whose  heart  had  beaten  calmly  in  the  battle- 
field, knew  for  the  first  time  the  withering  pang 
of  unrequited  love;  and  she,  when  she  refused 

VOL.  I.  £ 
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your  hand,  felt  an  ominous  conviction  that,  bj 
that  act,  ahe  was  entailing  misery  on  herself." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you;  surely,  if  she 
loved  another,  she  was  right  to  refuse  her  hand, 
when  she  bad  no  heart  to  accMopany  it." 

"  She  was,"  she  continued  mournfully.  "  AUa, 
poor  girl !  she  has  lavished  her  lore  upon  a 
villain — a  deep  and  dangerous  villain — and  his 
falsehood  will  wnng  her  heart. — Did  she  name 
him  to  you  ?" 

"  No ;   she   promised  to  tdl  me  every  thing 
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''  Psha ! — I  repeat  it — it  is  impossible !  "  the 
soldier  pasaonately  exclaimed.  <*  Not  three  days 
ance,  I  heard  Phillips,  after  dimier,  speak  so 
Hgfatly  of  her,  that  I  fidt  some  difficulty  in  re- 
straining my  indignation.  He  talked  of  woman 
with  profligate  lerity ;  swore  that  wealth  was  the 
only  excuse  finr  matrimony;  and  declared  that 
nothing  besides  should  ever  tempt  him  to  become 
a  husband." 

He  swore  truly  for  once"— said  the  Gipsy. 
If  so,  why  should  he  pursue  Miss  Howard  P 
He  would  not  make  her  ^  wife — he  dare  not 
dream  of  her  as  a  mistress.'" 

"  Dare  not  I "  exclaimed  the  Gipsy.  '*  What 
will  not  a  libertine  dare  ?  At  this  moment  he  has 
marked  her  for  destruction.*^ 

^^  Ohy  it  is  too  monstrous  for  belief! "  replied 
the  soldier.  ^^  None  would  be  wretch  enough  to 
contemplate  such  villany — the  destruction  of 
that  artless  and  confiding  girl— one  so  innocent, 
so  beautiful ! " 

*^  Aye !   the  more  glorious  the  creature,  the 

e2 
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proudet  is  the  boast  of  humbling  its  beuities  to 
the  dust.'' 

O'Connot's  face  flushed  with  rage.  "  By 
heaven !  if  even  in  thought  he  wronged  her, 
his  blood  should  answer  it. — Hear  me,"  he  coD' 
tinned  in  a  low  and  broken  voice,  "  though  to 
speak  it  pains  me.  I  loved  her,  madly  loved  her, 
almost  before  I  knew  it ;  poverty  placed  a  bairior 
between  us,  and  I  strove  and  half  succeeded  in 
forgetting.  Within  the  last  few  hours,  wealth 
became  suddenly  mine — I  flew  to  Mary  Howard 
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"  Then  bewaie  of  Phillipa — or  Mary  Howard's 
niin  is  decreecL'' 

With  m  sudden  moyement  that  made  the  Gipsy 
start,  O'Connor  suddenly  unsheathed  the  sabre 
he  had  been  leaning  on — ^the  steel  flashed  in  the 
moonligfat,  as  he  continued  in  deep  and  passion- 
ate tones — 

^*  Here,  in  the  &ice  of  heaven !  here,  surround- 
ed by  the  dead — him  who  injures  thee^  Mary,  I 
denounce;  where  he  goes,  my  vengeance  shall 
follow ;  and,  were  it  to  the  verge  of  hell^  I  would 
pursue  him,  until  the  stain^pon  thy  honour  is 
washed  out  in  his  heart*8  blood !"  He  pressed 
the  blade  to  his  lips,  withdrew  it  slowly,  and 
again  replaced  it  in  the  scabbard.  A  long  pause 
ensued — the  soldier  broke  it. 

'^  You  told  me,  when  parting  in  the  forest, 
that  you  had  something  to  communicate—** 

**  Which  your  precipitation  has  rendered  of  no 
avaiL  I  suspected  your  attachment  for  Miss 
Howard,  and  intended  to  apprize  you  that  a  suc- 
cessful rival  had  already  won  her  love.** 
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"  It  wu  kindly  meuit ;  bat  ne  you  cerUin 
that  Phillips  is  the  persoB  for  whom  I  have  been 
igect«d?" 

"  I  sm,'*  replied  the  Gipsy ;  "  I  saw  them 
meet  in  the  forest,  and  watched  the  interview  ;  a 
thicket  concealed  me,  while  all  t^t  passed  be- 
tween them  was  under  my  observation.  I  heard 
hia  tale  of  love ;  all  that  be  uttered  was  believed ; 
and,  in  turn,  she  owned  a  mutual  attachment. 
:   saw  his  arms  around  her  —  I  saw  their  lips 
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of  which  you  spake,  that  would  haye  wrought  a 


cure.'' 


*'  You  doubt  me,  then  ?"  said  die  Gipsy. 

**  Oh,  no !  Alas !  no  room  for  doubt  is  left 
me.  God  knows  how  sincerely  I  loved:  why 
marrel,  then,  how  unwillingly  I  tear  the  object 
firom  my  heart  ?" 

**  I  have  much  to  speak  of.  Will  you  meet  me 
at  six  to-morrow  evening?  The  place — where 
Rosa  left  you." 

^^  I  shall  be  punctual,''  said  the  ^soldier. 

^'  Farewell — your  path  lies  there."  And  the 
Gipsy  pointed  to  the  stile.  **  Good  night !"  And 
turning  into  a  walk  that  swept  round  an  angle  of 
the  building,  she  disappeared  before  he  could 
return  the  salutation. 

O'Connor  remained  for  a  short  time  in  the 
churchyard  ;  the  chimes  roused  him  firom  his 
musing,  and  he  hastened  to  the  viUage  inn.  The 
Gipsy's  advice  was  not  unheeded  ;  a  powerful 
exertion  was  required,  and  he  determined  to 
make  the  effort.     With  assumed  indifference  he 
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joined  the  supper  p>ity,  who  had  for  Mine  time 
been  expecting  him  ;  and  no  indicationi  of 
"  blighted  love"  betrayed  his  lecent  diaq^ 
pointment. 

The  night  wore  on.  At  an  early  hour  the 
major  left  the  joyous  group,  and  strove  to  sleepi 
and  fo^t  the  lost  one ;  but  ominous  vimou 
broke  bis  rest,  and  objects  of  love  and  hate  were 
constantly  before  him.  One  while,  Phillips 
was  at  his  feet,  and  the  imaginary  exertion 
of  withdrawing  his  sword  from  the  body  of  bis 
prostrate   enemy     awoke    turn.       He    dreamed 
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"  And  she  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life : 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed, 

And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strife." 

The  Giaour. 


M 


If  thou  wert  honourable. 

Thou  wouldst  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 

For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st," 

Cymbeline. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


THE  RIVAL  SUITORS. 

Thb  morning  t6te-^-t£te  between  Major 
O^Connor  and  Miss  Howard  was,  as  it  may  be 
imagined,  any  thing  but  agreeable.  The  sol- 
dier's firmness  was  often  severely  tasked,  to 
enable  him  without  emotion  to  hear  from  the 
woman  whom  he  loved,  a  confession  of  attach- 
ment for  another ;  while  to  her,  the  declaration 
was  embarrassing  in  the  extreme.  To  the  relief 
of  bothy  the  approach  of  Mr.  Howard  through 
the  orchard  ended  this  painful  interview.  Soon 
after  the  major  took  his  leave ;  and  Mary  re- 
tired to  weep  in  her  own  apartment  unobserved. 
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In  dedining  O'Connor'a  addresses,  there  vu 
a  presentimeDt  on  Msry's  mind  almost  amonnt- 
ing  to  conviction,  that  she  was  then  endangetii^ 
her  fiiture  peace,  and  dmng  an  act  that  would 
cause  her  the  bitterest  regret.  The  noble  qualities 
of  her  rejected  suitor  vere  justly  appreciated ; 
and  her  better  judgment  was  assured,  that  in  the 
keeping  of  the  high-spirited  soldier,  a  woman'a 
happiness  was  safe- 
Yet  it  nould  have  been  sarprising,  if  one  so 
artless  as  the  parson's  daughter  had  not  been 
dsEiIed  by  the  more  attractive  accomplishments 
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prediided  her  from  seeiiig  any  of  the  other  sex, 
except  the  homely  yoaths  who  inhabited  the  ad- 
jacent fimn-houses.  To  all  around  her,  Mary 
was  a  superior  being.  With  brilliant  talents  and 
a  cultivated  understanding,  her  natural  disposition 
was  aident  and  romantic.  Nevertheless  she  had 
hitherto  passed  through  existence  *^  fancy  free*' — 
and  until,  in  an  evil  hour,  some  rural  disturb- 
ances occasioned  a  detachment  of  the  Rifles  to  be 
cantoned  in  the  village  of  Ashfield,  Mary  had 
never  met  an  object  on  whom  she  could  bestow 
her  love. 

From  the  seclusion  of  the  hamlet,  the  only 
persons  with  whom  the  military  held  intercourse 
were  the  vicar  and  physician.  Mr.  Howard  was 
friendly  and  hospitable ;  and  Mary^s  beauty  in- 
duced the  officers  of  the  little  garrison  to  be  fre- 
*quent  visiters  at  the  parsonage.  From  the  earliest 
period  of  their  acquaintance,  0'*Connor  was  taken 
with  the  sweet  and  artless  manner  of  the  hand- 
some villager ;  while  she,  who  **  had  read  of  bat- 
tles," viewed  with  girlish  admiration  one  whose 
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ntme  lud  been  proudly  meDlumecl  "  where  lU 
were  brave;"  and  marrelled  to  find  the  lioD- 
heuted  soldier  mild  and  unassuming  aa  a  schod- 
bi^.  A  closer  indniacy  must  have  eaded  in 
pennanent  attachment ;  hutO'Connor^s  mani^^ 
waa  impracticable,  and  bis  high  and  chivalrous 
honour  ohiiged  him  to  repress  every  indication  d 
regard,  when  prudence  forbade  him  to  ofier  ha 
his  band.  Had  the  slightest  indication  of  affection 
been  offered  by  the  soldier,  Mary  Howard  would 
have  loved  him  devotedly.  A  few  days  more,  and 
fortune  would  have  removed  the   barrier;  but. 
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selfish  and  cowardly  wretch  ; — and  the  very  cir- 
cumstaiice  which  would  have  deterred  any  but 
a  villain — that  Mary's  only  relative  was  a  timid 
and  helpless  churchman,  from  whose  vengeances 
a  seducer  had  nothing  to  apprehend — confirmed 
him  in  his  unholy  designs  upon  his  unsuspicious 
victim. 

He  knew  his  powers  well — and  hackneyed  in 
those  nameless  arts  which  rarely  fail  to  win  a 
woman's  heart,  Mary  was  assailed  with  all  the 
apparent  warmth  of  faithful  passion.  To  see, 
and  hear,  and  not  to  love,  was  impossible.  Phil- 
lips pursued  his  advantage  with  the  tact  of 
past  experience — in  the  solitude  of  the  forest, 
his  perjured  vows  were  credited — and  Mary 
Howard,  with  downcast  eyes  and  blushing  cheeks, 
owned  that  he  had  not  wooed  in  vain. 

And  who  was  Phillips  ?  That  question  were 
difficult  to  solve — for  a  strange  mystery  was 
connected  with  his  parentage.  His  reputed 
father  had  held  a  small  appointment  in  the 
Treasury  —  and  his  mother  was  a   woman  of 
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uncommon  beauty,  asd  but  indiffeient  reputatm. 
It  was  known  that  the  treasury  clerk  at  his  death 
had  been  in  embarrasaed  circunutances,  yet  hit 
widow  resided  in  the  western  suburbs  of  the  nw- 
tropolis,  the  tniatress  of  a  splendid  house  and 
handsome  esublishment.  Phillips  had  been  edu- 
cated at  a  fashionable  school,  and  at  an  early  age 
was  placed  in  a  dragoon  re^ment  He  lived 
expensively,  hut  seemed  always  in  easy  circum- 
stances. That  he  had  interest  at  the  Horae 
Guards  was  apparent,  ftom  his  quick  promotion 
s  well  as  the  facility  with  which  he 
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officer,  had  much  to  occupy  his  attention ;  and 
the  detachment  were  busy  preparing  for  the 
march.  To  r^uhite  his  private  affairs — a  task 
of  some  difficulty,  occasioned  by  his  recent  ac- 
quisition of  property — O'Connor  sedulously  ap- 
plied himself.  Before  evening  parade  he  had 
accomplished  his  arrangements  ;  and,  for  the 
first  time,  written  a  testamentary  document, 
which  he  confided  to  an  old  companion^  with 
directions  for  its  being  produced,  in  the  event  of 
his  fidlmg  in  the  Peninsula. 

His  fnend  had  just  quitted  the  apartment, 
when  a  chaise  and  four  drove  to  the  inn,  and, 
rapidly  as  it  passed  the  window,  O'Connor  recog- 
nised the  traveller  to  be  Phillips.  In  a  few 
minutes  a  knock  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  the 
gallant  captain  was  admitted  to  the  presence  of 
his  commanding  officer. 

That  two  persons  so  opposite  in  character  and 
feeling  could  ever  have  been  on  any  terms  be- 
yond the  external  civilities  of  military  com- 
panionship, would  be  unnatural.     O'Connor  de- 


90  THE  RIVAL  surroRS. 

spiaed  Phillips  for  his  effeminacy,  and  with  the 
Irish  piide  attendant  on  an  honourable  descent, 
looked  with  contempt  on  the  doubtAil  history  of 
his  parentage,  and  the  more  disgraceful  patron- 
age 6wm  which  he  derived  bis  influence  at  the 
Horse  Guards.  Phillips,  on  the  other  hand, 
Tiewed  the  bold  major  with  mixed  sentiments  oC 
fear  and  envy.  The  high  reputation  this  "  founder 
of  his  own  fortune"  had  acquired,  placed  him  in 
that  position  in  society  which  Plullips  could  nem 
hope  to  reach ;  and,  had  he  wanted  an  additional 
stimulus  to  confirm  him  in  hig  designs  upon  the 
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quaint  you  that  I  shall  be  appointed  to  a  troop 

in   the    Dragoon  Guards,    in   the    next 

Gasette."" 

**  Indeed !"  returned  O'Connor,  coldly. 

^*  Fact,  'pon  honour.  Had  I  been  an  hour 
later,  the  chance  was  lost.     Was  I  not  lucky  ?" 

^^  I  think  not.  Had  I  a  brother  similarly 
circumstanced,  I  should  have  been  delighted  to 
hear  that  his  carriage  had  broken  down ;  and  had 
his  neck  been  accidentally  dislocated,  I  fancy  I 
might  have  outlived  the  calamity." 

"  And,'^  returned  Phillips,  reddening  with 
vexation,  *'  is  the  interchange  of  a  company  of 
foot  for  a  troop  of  cavalry  nothing  in  the  estima- 
tion of  Major  O'Connor  ?  For  my  part,  I  con- 
gratulate myself  on  the  event.*" 

"  I  wish  I  could  do  the  same,'**  replied  the 
soldier. 

"  Major  O'Connor,"  returned  Phillips,  with 
some  haughtiness  :  "  I  came  here  to  announce 
the  event,  and  not  to  seek  your  congratula- 
tions.'*' 
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"  You  did  wisely,"  wm  the  reply,  "  in  not 
asking  what  I  could  not  hgye  obliged  you  with.*^ 

There  wm  an  embarrasBing  pause,  Phillips 
wae  burning  with  Buppres§ed  rage — O'Connor 
proToldngly  cold  and  sarcastic  In  a  few  momenta 
the  former  resumed  the  conversation. 

"  Major  O'Connor,  you  are  welcome  to  esti- 
mate my  reasons  for  exchanging  as  you  jdease ; 
I  can  best  appreciate  the  motives  that  oUiged  it ; 
and  it  is  perfectly  unuecessary  for  me  to  enter 
into  the  private  considerations  which  may  have 
induced  me  to  remain  in  England." 
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**  Oh !  I  perceive  it ;  you  have  had  another 
peep  at  the  planets— another  interview  with  the 
Gipsy,**  said  Phillips  with  a  sneer. 

'^  I  have  not  avoided  hevj  Captain  Phillips. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  future  that  I  fear ; 
nothing  in  the  past  that  I  am  ashamed  to  hear 
repeated."^ 

The  major's  sarcasm  appeared  to  wound  the 
captain  deeply.  He  continued :  ^'  But  there  is 
no  mystery  in  the  matter;  your  approaching 
marriage  is  no  secret.*" 

*'  Marriage ! "  exclaimed  the  captain,  with  a 
laugh ;  "  and  with  whonl  ?  " 

*'  Surely,  it  would  be  unnecessary  to  name 
the  lady,  to  whom,  but  a  few  mornings  since, 
Captain  Phillips  plighted  his  vows  upon  the 
common  ?  '* 

^^  Damnation  ! "  exclaimed  the  captain,  red- 
dening with  vexation.  '^  I  am  under  espionage, 
it  would  seem." 

"  /  am  no  spy  upon  your  actions,  sir;"  re- 
turned the  major,  warmly. 
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''  Well,  it  is  rather  hard,  you  must  admit, 
that  a  man  cannot  amuse  himself  a  little  in  the 
forest,  without  having  his  flirtationa  chronided 
over  the  country ." 

"  I  do  not  predsely  underBtand  the  terms  you 
use  " — said  O'Connor,  coldly ;  "  nor  comprehend 
how  a  serious  suit  like  yours  to  Mias  Hovudt 
can   be  so  indifferently  described." 

"  Upon  my  life,  Major  O'Connor,  it  would 
appear  that  all  my  actions  are  to  be  eubmitt«d  to 
ft  rigorous  inquisition.     It  is  rather  a  novel^  in 
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an  affiur  essentially  my  own,  and  with  which  you 
are  totally  unconnected." 

*^  I  have  a  deep  interest  in  Miss  Howard*8 
happiness — ''  replied  the  commander,  *^  and  I 
demand — *' 

^*  Nothing,  if  you  please,  from  me,  major. 
Miss  Howard  has  a  father,  and  I  am  quite  pre- 
pared to  give  him  an  exphination,  whenever  he 
chooses  to  require  one."" 

He  took  his  hat,  and  moved  towards  the  door, 
but  O'Connor,  with  a  tone  and  manner  that  would 
not  be  gainsayed,  waved  his  hand,  and  signalled 
that  he  should  remain. 

^^  A  few  words  before  we  separate,  Captain 
Phillips — and  they  are  the  last,  except  officially, 
which  shall  ever  pass  between  us.  * 

**  Just  as  you  please,*'  returned  Phillips,  with 
a  formal  bow. 

'"'  I  have  no  sister — '  continued  the  major,  *'  no 
female  relative  that  is  dear  to  me.  Had  I  one, 
and  any  living  man  dared  tamper  with  her  affec- 
tions, or  think  of  her  with  disrespect,  what  think 
you  woidd  be  my  conduct  ?  " 
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"  Upon  my  soul — "  replied  the  captaiii  with  s 
puppyish  dnwl,  "  I  cannot  pretend  to  gaem." 

"  I  would  exact  from  him  speedy  Batidactum, 
and  teach  him  micb  a  lesaon,  as  should  make  bn 
tremble  for  the  future,  before  he  trifled  with  a 
woman's  love." 

"  Indeed,  major !  "  said  the  captain  aarcaati- 
cally  ;  while  O'Connor  continued  with  increasiiig 
warmth — 

"  But  if  the  injury  were  deeper — if,  profiting 
by  absence  of  suspicion,  he  abused  her  confidence. 
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brows  grew  dark,  and    his   voice    became 

tremuloos     and    hoDow  -^  <<  Phillips  !      Mary 

Howard  is  my  adopted  sister ; — wrong  her,  and 

an   altar  shall  not  save  you !     Farewell  —  we 

understand  each  other." 

He  pointed  to  the  door.     The  captain,  with 
lips  pale  with  rage  and  craven  apprehension, 

hurried  from  the  apartment,  and  the  major  was 
left  alone. 


VOL.  r. 
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Iaoo.       Pray  be  content. 

Othbllo.  Oh  I — blood,  lago,  blood ! 

Iaoo.  Patience,  I  say ;  your  mind,  perchance,  may  change. 
Otbbllo.    Never,  lago. 

Shaispeaes. 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


JEALOUSY. 


From  the  inconvenient  hour  the  Gipsy  had 
named  for  their  interview,  O^Connor  ordered 
dinner  in  his  own  chamber,  and  declined  joining 
the  mess-party.  He  was  anxious  to  converse 
with  Ellen  again ;  for  his  recent  t£te-a-t£te  with 
Phillips  proved  that  her  suspicions  were  well 
founded ;  and  convinced  him  that  the  captain'jt 
pursuit  of  Mary  Howard  was  not  intended  to 
have  an  honourable  close.  But  to  watch  over 
that  still  beloved  girl  was  denied,  and  his  de- 
parture for  the  Peninsula  would  remove  Phillips 
from   his  surveillance.     Mr.  Howard,  from  the 
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simplicity  of  bi§  chaneter  tnd  ignonsce  of  the 
world,  was  but  a  poor  protector.  All  O'Connor 
could  do,  be  had  done;  "  PeuB  fer  tbemadTca 
meui  villun§  have ; "  and  personal  ippreheniion 
might  deter  PbiUips  from  attempting  a  aedactiim 
which,  whether  niccesaftal  or  dtBconecTted,  moat 
draw  down  on  him  the  certain  Tengeanee  of  a 
determined  enemy.  It  was  only  left  to  him  to 
warn  Mary  of  her  danger,  and  guard  the  nn- 
tniapecttng  girl  agunst  the  spedous  wpbistiy  of 
an  accompliBbed  scoundrel. 

By  a  circuitous  route  and  onperceived,  he  left 
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second  look  JMsured  him  it  was  Ug  rivfd. 
Phillips  WIS  evidently  seekfaig  a  private  inter- 
view with  his  mistxess,  and  the  precautions  he 
took  to  dnde  ohservation,  showed  that  he  in- 
tended his  visit  should  be  a  secret  one. 

O'Connor's  Uood  boiled  with  fiiry.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?  His  first  impulse  was  to  con- 
front Phillips  at  the  moment — apprize  Mr. 
Howard  of  all  he  knew,  and  all  he  suspected — 
and  require  a  distinct  avowal  of  his  rival's  in- 
tentions  touching  the  <^old  man's  daughter." 
But  this  was  impossible;  for,  at  their  parting 
interview,  Mary  had  requested  him  to  keep  her 
attachment  secret,  and  exacted  a  promise  that  he 
would  not  pain  her  &ther  by  letting  him  discover 
that  he  had  offered  her  his  hand^  and  the  offer 
had  been  rejected.  After  a  minute^s  reflection  he 
decided  on  keeping  his  appointment  in  the  forest, 
confiding  the  whole  to  EUen,  and  taking  counsel 
firom  her. 

He  hurried  across  the  common — and,  with  a 
heart  bursting  with  jealous   rage,  reached  the 
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nadmvom  in  the  coppce,  and  finmd  the  Oip^ 
almdy  there.  Her  keen  glance  mted  fir  an 
instant  on  the  Boldier''g  countenance,  aad  die 
perceired  at  once  the  atom  of  paaaion  Aat 
was  raging  in  his  tortured  bosom. 

"  You  are  ill  at  ease,  major,"  she  said,  sharply, 
'*  What  unusual  occurrence  has  disturbed  you 
thus?" 

"  Occurrence,  Ellen .'  I  diall  go  mad.  Hdl 
is  raging  in  my  breast,  and  I  could  cat  any  body's 
throat  who  crossed  me ! " 

*'This  excitement  itt   indeed  singnlar  in  one 
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<'YoQ  lum  teen  Phillips?''  said  the  Gipsy. 

^Ay;  and  munasked  him,  Ellen.  Your 
words  woe  indeed  prophetic.  She  whom  I 
kffe  so  devotedly — ^for  whom  this  breast  is 
bleeding — ^he  regards  but  as  a  plaything,  to  be 
easily  comrted  and  as  easily  thrown  aside.  You 
spoke  truly,  Ellen ;  and  Phillips  seeks  that  art- 
less being'^s  ruin.'" 

**  And  will  effect  it,"  replied  the  Gipsy,  "  un- 
less heaven  has  otherwise  decreed  it." 

"  Never ! "  exclaimed  the  soldier  passionately ; 
^  I  will  warn  her  of  his  villany  and  her  danger/' 

"  It  wiD  not  avail." 

**Then,  by  my  hopes  of  heaven,  I'll  cut  his 
throat  i'  the  church." 

"  Will  that,"  said  the  Gipsy,  "  restore  the 
blighted  flower,  after  his  touch  has  withered  it  ?'^ 

**  I  will  anticipate  his  villany,''  continued  the 

soldier,  storming  with  fury.    **  He  shall  fight  me 

before  an  hoiur.     Ill  insult  him  in  the  street — 

I'll  strike  him  in  the  mess-room  !" 

"  And  what  will  that  avail  ?"  said  the  Gipsy, 

f3 
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calmly.  *'  The  eowud  cto  alw^  ende  t  bat- 
tle. The  act  you  mcdiute  will  on^  ffve  iioto> 
rietjr  to  your  duappointment,  and  Mppnat  dw 
worid  that  your  suit  has  been  onfbrtunate)  and 
another'a  more  succeasful.  No,  no,  O'Comicr.— 
Patience !  I  will  watch  ova  Mary  Howard  ai  a 
mother ;  and  if  human  meani  can  avert  her  nun, 
I  will  Bare  her '.  " 

He  aoldicr  remuned  silent  for  a  moment,  m 
if  stru(Q[liDg  to  reprew  hia  rage ;  Budd^ify  lie 
caugfat  the  Gipay'a  hand. 

"  EUen,"  he  said,  in  hollow  tones — "  Ellen, 
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fiMded  «w«y  her  heart,  and  bestowed  her  r^^ard 
upon  m  aooundrel,  that  the  soldier  should  turn 
drirellar — the  hero  a  whimpering  schoolboy? 
Rouse  yourself!  Sit  down  upon  this  bank.  You 
may  remember,  before  we  parted  last  night,  I 
promised  to  tdl  you  something  of  my  history." 

^  Yes,"  cried  the  major,  eagerly ;  ''  do  let  me 
hear  it,  Ellen — ''^  and  he  sighed  heavily.  «<  I 
will  try  and  listen  with  composure — and — if  I 
can,  forget  Mary  Howard." 

The  Gipsy  cast  her  eyes  across  the  forest,  as 
if  to  ascertain  that  the  soldier  and  herself  were 
safe  firom  interruption.  Far  as  her  glance 
ranged,  no  living  thing  was  visible.  She  placed 
herself  beside  him  on  the  turf,  and  then  com- 
menced her  wild  and  eventful  narrative. 
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But  who  was  she  ? 
Was  she  as  those  who  love  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others  ?    Such  have  been. 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien, 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  queen. 
Profuse  of  joy,  or  'gainst  it  did  she  war. 
Inveterate  in  virtue  ? 

Childe  Harold. 

How  changed  since  last  her  speaking  eye 
Glanced  gladness  round  the  glittering  room. 
Where  high-bom  men  were  proud  to  wait. 
Where  beauty  watched  to  imitate 
Her  gentle  voice — her  lovely  mien. 

Parasina. 


i 


Ill 


CHAPTER  VII. 


THE  GIPSY'S  STORY. 


The  first  recollections  of  infancy  lie  in  a 
Gipsy  encampment.  I  remember  my  mother, 
but  of  my  father  have  no  distinct  idea.  I  have, 
however,  confused  notions  of  our  wandering  life 
— sometimes  reposing  in  a  bam — sometimes  bi- 
vouacked beneath  a  hedge — while  in  our  joumey- 
ings,  I  was  carried  in  the  pannier  of  a  donkey, 
with  a  load  of  tinker's  implements  deposited  in 
the  opposite  basket,  to  form  an  equipoise. 

The  next  era  that  I  remember  in  my  history, 
was  when  residing  with  a  nobleman's  park- 
keeper.      The   earVs    lady    was   childish;    and 
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htTiag  accideDUUy  seen  me  in  m;  mother's  mni, 
wu  Btnick  with  my  betuty,  tnd  deternuned  to 
adopt  me.  I  remember  that  I  oould  scarcely 
rectmcile  myself  to  the  quiet  and  regular  lioiu»- 
hold  of  the  comfortable  yeoman ;  I  sighed  after 
the  erratic  life  to  which  I  had  been  accustomed 
fiom  my  childhood,  and  increased  indulgence 
altme  overcame  my  andpathy  to  a  settled  resi- 
dence. According  to  the  countess's  anangeiiieiit 
with  my  mother,  she  was  permitted  to  see  nte 
twice  in  the  year;  and  it  required  all  the 
Gipsy's  influence  to  persuade  me  to  remain  be- 
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their  relatioiiB,  and  led  a  lonely  and  unjoyous 
Iffe.  I  was  now  in  my  tenth  year;  pains  had 
been  bestowed  upon  my  education. — I  was  quick, 
and  learned  rapidly.  Before  six  months  wore 
away  I  was  removed  to  the  drawing-room ;  and 
every  effort  used  to  cultivate  precocious  talents, 
and  bestow  upon  a  gipsy  girl  accomplishments 
fiur  better  suited  for  the  daughter  of  a  peer. 

Three  years  passed.  I  grew  apace  ;  and  the 
few  who  were  admitted  to  the  hall,  spoke  in  rap- 
tures of  my  beauty,  while  in  private  they  cen- 
sured the  partiality  of  my  noble  protectors  ;  and 
marvelled  that  they  should  cast  aside  those  of 
their  own  lineage,  to  lavish  their  kindness  on  the 
offspring  of  a  vagabond. 

Time  still  moved  on,  and  I  entered  on  my 
fifteenth  summer.  My  talents  were  sedulously 
cultivated,  and  every  wish  I  expressed  promptly 
complied  with.  The  blandishments  of  my  pa- 
trons, and  the  flattery  of  their  guests,  were  pro^ 
fusely  lavished  on  me,  and  yet — strange  con- 
fession !  the  formalities  of  polished  society  were 
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!  uid  apptemn ;  utd  there  were  »»- 
menu  when  I  n^ied  for  the  wild  fimedcHn  tbtt 
my  mother  rajoyed,  and  which  wu  denied  to 
me. 

"  Yet,  notwithstuiding  the  ousked  v^;i>d  of 
the  eirl  and  his  la^,  thor  inBuence  waa  not 
nifficient  to  obtun  for  theii  ilivie  a  corral  i^ 
cepdon  in  the  hoiuea  of  thoae  with  wh<Rn  tb^ 
▼iaited.  Many  of  the  surrounding  gentry  took 
part  with  the  family  connexions  fton  whom 
they  had  estranged  themsdvea.  At  a  contested 
election,    the   candidate  supported  by    the  earl 
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tiyes,  and  I  was  more  caressed  than  ever.  But  a 
strange  occunenoe  at  this  time  wrought  an  im* 
portant  change  in  his  plans,  and  my  destiny.  It 
is  briefly  told : 

His  only  brother,  with  whom  the  earl  was 
at  feud,  had  a  younger  son  who  bore  but  an 
indifferent  character.  He  was  said  to  be 
dissolute  and  extravagant,  attached  to  gallantry 
and  play — and,  in  the  fullest  acceptation  of  the 
word,  a  roue. 

He  was  no  favourite  with  his  father  ;  and, 
holding  a  commission  in  the  guards,  proved  an 
expensive  drain  upon  the  purse  of  a  younger 
brother  who  was  not  over  opulent.  Yet  his 
parent  had  been  liberal  to  the  utmost  extent  of 
his  means,  relieved  him  from  many  pecuniary 
embarrassments,  more  than  once  saved  his  com- 
mission from  being  sold ;  and  until  his  son's  cir- 
ciun  stances  became  desperate,  strained  every 
nerve  to  prevent  his  child  from  being  disgraced. 

But  nothing  could  reclaim  the  prodigal. 
Remarkable  for  personal   advantages,  he  had, 
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altbongh  young,  acquired  a  prafligmte  cdehity ; 
and  a  mania  for  play  rendered  his  lefimnalKn 
almost  hnpeleu.  In  a  diacreditable  gamUiag 
transaction,  to  use  the  &Bhionable  phrase,  he 
had  "  broken  down."  The  loaa  of  hia  cornmia- 
aion  resulted.  His  father  refused  to  see  him; 
and  the  discarded  son  was  the  inmate  of  a  nei^ 
bonring  alehouse,  when  chance  apprind  the  eari 
that  his  mined  nephew  was  so  near,  and  that  Ua 
fitther  had  disowned  him. 

The  earl  was  weak,  and  the  earl  was  vindio- 
tive.    To  succour  his  brother's  discarded  son,  and 
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was  secluded ;  that  the  visitings  of  its  inmates 
were  limited ;  and  that,  owing  to  the  circum- 
stances attendant  on  my  birth  and  adoption,  an 
extended  intimacy  with  the  neighbouring  gentry 
was  denied.  Those  who  resorted  to  the  hall 
were,  with  a  few  exceptions,  persons  of  advanced 
age  ;  and  the  younger  men  of  ordinary  manner, 
and  indifferent  exteriors.  Imagine  my  delight, 
when  a  military  personage  of  prepossessing  ap- 
pearance and  very  elegant  address,  was  presented 
to  me.  He  seemed  a  being  of  another  caste — 
something  I  had  read  of,  but  never  seen.  At 
first  sight  Henry  Loftus  caught  my  fancy,  and 
with  a  girlish  passion  —  the  strongest  while  it 
endures — I  loved  the  handsome  stranger. 

I  need  not  dwell  upon  the  story  of  a  first 
attachment.  Henry  Loftus  engrossed  my  whole 
thoughts,  and  while  the  brief  delusion  lasted, 
the  world  held  nothing  worth  possessing  but  his 
love.  A  month  rolled  on  ;  while  he  resided 
with  us,  the  hall  appeared  an  earthly  paradise ; 
but,  alas  !  he  was  already  weary  of  its  retire- 
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ment,  and  sighed  to  return  to  the  scenes  of 
diraipation  from  whidi  his  miwonduct  had  exiled 
him. 

Nor  WM  the  opportuni^  wanted  tong .  The 
earl  having  been  apptued  how  deeply  hig  brother 
was  annoyed,  at  his  having  eapoused  the  quvrd 
of  a  child  who  had  ao  shamefully  aboaed  die 
generosity  of  a  too-indulgent  parent,  execated  a 
will,  barring  the  rest  of  the  family  from  inherititf 
Bome  large  estates,  which  he  had  the  power  of 
,  devinng  as  he  pleased,  and  naming  the  discarded 
.  his  successor.     This  strange  act,  however, 
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But  with  Heoiy  Lofhu  profligacy  was  too 
deeply  rooted  to  be  eradicated,  and  his  vidoua 
habits  were  inedaimable.     He  was  now  possessor 
of  a  som  of  money  that  seemed  inexhaustible^ 
and  delighted   at    the   prospect    of   revisiting 
London.     He  came  to  my  dressing-room  to  say 
fiuewell ;  I  was  unprepared  for  a  sudden  separa- 
tioa — the  thought  of  his  leaving  me  was  distract- 
ing— and,  in  the  madness  of  the  moment,  I  owned 
my  love,  and  confessed  that  life  without  him  was 
insupportable.     Loftus  perceived  the  wildness  of 
my  passion  ;  and,  to  worthily  repay  the  earl's 
bounty,  and  eclater  his  own  return  to  town,  he 
determined  that  I  should  accompany  him.    Deep 
were  his  declarations  of  attachment :  brilliantly 
he  pictured  the  elysium  that  London  alone  could 
realise  —  and  ended  in  urging    an  elopement 
My  vanity  was   excited — my  imagination   das- 
sled — and,  in  a  rash  hour,  I  consented  to  his 
request.    His  servant  managed  to  convey  away 
my  clothes  and  jewels  among  his  master's  bag- 
gage—at   midnight,   through    a    drawing-room 
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window,  I  stepped  out  upon  tbe  laws— > 
reached  a  private  outlet  firom  the  park — found 
my  lover  waiting  for  me — entered  the  carriage — 
and  flung  myself,  in  tears,  upon  his  breast !  Hie 
faorsefl  went  off  at  speed— and  I  left  the  hall  fiir 
ever. 

We  arrived  in  town,  drove  to  a  fashion^jle 
lodging,  and  the  reappearance  of  Henry  Loftua 
soon  caused  an  unusual  sensation.  A  montli 
before,  he  had  fled  from  the  metropdis,  a 
ruined  blackleg — then,  "  every  tongue  his  fellies 
named' — but  now,  he  had  returned  withafiill 
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The  demon  of  play  led  him  to  the  gaming-table 
•gain;  sharpers,  abler  than  himself,  plundered 
hun  without  mercy  :  and,  in  one  month  from  our 
miral,  my  destroyer  was  once  more  a  b^gar. 
A  few   minutes  after  he  had  despatched   his 
serrant,  with  a  check,  to  draw   his   last  fifty 
from  the  banker,  the  morning  paper  was  brought 
in ;  there  the  earFs  death  was  noticed,  and  judge 
what  the  roue*s  feelings  were,  when  he  read  the 
particulars  connected  with  the  event,  as  set  forth 
in  a  lengthened  paragraph.      Enraged  at  the 
base  ingratitude  of  his  nephew,  the  earl  never 
recovered  the  shock  attendant  on  the  seduction  of 
his  elevee.     Feeling  himself  indisposed,  he  tore 
the  will  that  had  left  Loftus  his  heir,  and  me 
thirty  thousand  pounds,  and  executed  a  new  one, 
bequeathing  his  immense  estates  to  his  proper 
successors.     Loftus's  name,  however,  was  duly 
mentioned  in  a  codicil — there  was  a  bequest  for 
his  use — a  shilling  to  provide  himself  a  halter  ! 
The  earl  died  before  he  could  quarrel  with  his 
relatives  again.     Henry's  father  had  now  a  title, 

VOL.    I.  G 
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and  i  noble  fortune  to  support  it ;  md  the  profli- 
^te,  his  son,  vu  once  more  a  ruined  num— -a 
broken  blackguard. 

So  quickly  did  the  story  of  this  downfid  tnvd, 
that  in  a  few  hours  afterwards  Loftus  was  arretted ; 
be  conbired,  hovever  by  parting  with  his  watdi 
and  rings,  to  ciTect  his  liberation,  and  kept  doae 
within  doors,  to  evade  other  creditors,  who 
were  seeking  him.  Late  in  the  evening  lie  sent 
me  to  Richmond,  with  a  letter  to  a  fiiend,  who, 
as  he  informed  me,  was  heavily  his  debtor.     I 
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address  he  mentioiied,  would  take  me  into  keqp- 
ing,  and  hinted  that  to  secure  this  desiraUe 
amngement,  I  should  be  speedy  in  making 
application  to  ^^his  fiiend." 

I  shall  despatch  the  rest  of  his  histcnry  in  a 
fiew  words:  he  went  to  Paris — ^haunted  the  Palais 
Boyal — splayed,  and  was  cleaned  out ;  cheated^ 
and  was  kicked  by  an  Irish  officer.  He  was 
abandoned  by  his  companion,  my  maid ;  and  one 
morning  found  in  the  Moigue,  having  been 
picked  out  of  the  Seine^  with  his  throat  cut ; 
whether  the  act  was  his  own,  or  an  assassin's 
nobody  inquired — for  no  one  cared. 

I  had  been  kept  in  such  a  whirlwind  of  plea- 
sure, novelty,  and  dissipation,  that  for  a  time  I 
could  not  believe  myself  deserted,  and  looked  at 
passing  events  as  nothing  but  illusions.  Gradu- 
ally the  truth  broke  upon  me ;  I  became  alive 
to  the  wretchedness  of  my  situation,  and  the 
falsehood  of  man  burst  upon  me  with  withering 
violence.  The  warmth  of  my  natural  temper, 
an  utter  ignorance  of  the  world,  the  suddenness 
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with  which  the  veil  wu  rent  uimdar,  and  th* 
bong  whom  I  had  invested  with  wfiriiiiMMi 
qualities,  denuded  of  his  bsonatioBi,  end  |n- 
aented  to  my  view  in  all  the  ntkcdiUM  ol  e>>. 
powd  and  acknowledged  viUanjr,  was  too  madb— 
and  a  bnun  (ever  resulted.  Youth  bora  ne 
through.  With  returning  teason,  I  fiwnd  my- 
self itretcbed  on  a  mattress,  in  die  ward  «f  • 
fever-hoBpital,  surrounded  by  a  score  of  luffeien, 
as  forlorn  and  deserted  as  myself, 

I  recovered ;   but  where  was  ! 
There  was  not  a  being  on  earth. 
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•tretdied  her  untuned  pinkm  f  To  find  my  ino- 
tber  was  a  difficolt  undertaking — ^the  migrations 
of  her  tribe  were  chiefly  rq^ated  by  the  seasons* 
and  this  was  some  due  to  a  disooyery.  I  made 
the  attempt ;  and  after  a  world  of  adyenture, 
reached  the  Uyooac  of  the  wanderers. 

I  endeayoured  to  forget  what  I  once  had,  and 
what  I  might  now  haye  been,  and  accommodated 
my  dress  to  my  present  destitution.  As  I  neared 
the  gipsy  haunts,  my  spirit  appeared  to  rerive. 
My  beauty  occasioned  me  much  annoyance,  but 
I  evaded  or  repulsed  the  impertinences  I  re- 
cdyed ;  and  with  feelings  of  unspeakable  delight, 
found  myself  on  the  tenth  eyening,  beneath  the 
canyass  roof  that  had  sheltered  my  infant  cradle. 

For  two  years  I  led  a  roying  life,  wild  in  the 
extreme,  but  not  without  its  pleasures;  and, 
while  my  parent  liyed,  I  neyer  regretted  the  sin- 
gular yicissitudes  of  fortune,  that  had  annihi- 
bited  my  affluence  and  splendour,  and  again 
made  me  a  mendicant  and  a  yagabond. 

It  was  now  the  end  of  autumn,  and  our  tribe 
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had  fbnned  m  encunpmait  apon  thii  very  CMn- 
man.  My  mother,  who  had  been  for  wnae  d*j» 
hidisposed,  npidly  bec&me  worse,  and  the 
disease  wu  ascertained  to  be  a  malignant  fever. 
The  weather  changed;  wind  and  run  rendered 
our  bivouac  cold  and  humid ;  and  to  remore  my 
Mck  parent  to  some  place  where  she  would  at 
least  be  certain  of  shelter  fiom  the  incleinent 
season,  was  the  only  hope  that  remained  of  bei 
recovery.  But  where  was  that  asylum  to  be 
found  P     Few  would  receive  a   Gipsy  when  in 
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ing  was  doeed  agahitl  me,  and  I  left  the  hamlet 
in  despair,  to  xejdn  the  dying  wanderer  in  our 
damp  and  cheerless  hovel,  and  receive  her  part- 
ing sigh  apon  a  bed  of  litter,  firom  which  a  pam- 
pered hound  would  turn. 

I  had  abeady  passed  the  vicarage,  when  I 
perceived  Mr.  Howard  standing  in  the  porch  of 
the  building,  with  a  sweet  little  girl  in  his  arms. 
Both  were  habited  in  mourning,  for  he  had  lost 
his  lady  but  recently.  A  sudden  impulse  induced 
roe  to  turn  back.  I  did  so ;  and  told  him  of  my 
mother's  misery.  He  listened  with  a  look  of 
gentle  sympathy.  ^^And  is  she  so  very  ill?" 
he  inquired,  in  a  tone  of  commiseration,  so 
different  firom  the  harsh  accents  with  which  the 
villagers  had  rejected  my  suit !  ^^  She  is  dying/' 
I  replied.  **  Dymg !  and  in  the  forest.  Poor 
girl,  I  will  go  with  you."  He  called  the  nurse, 
placed  his  daughter  in  her  arms,  and  instantly 
accompanied  me  to  our  wretched  bivouac. 

The  sight  of  so  much   mbery  appeared  to 
shock  him.     My   mother  was  delirious.     Mr. 
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Hovud  bent  orer  and  fdit  her  polie.  **  I^-j* 
ferer,"  he  muttered,  "  «nd  of  tbe  wonat  ^pc 
She  iniut  be  removed  instaiitly.  It  would  bf^^ 
dying  sin  to  desert  a  humui  being  in  the  fiireit, 
and  leave  her  to  perisfa  like  a  nusterlen  do^ 
Carry  her  to  my  home,  and  I  will  go  on  be&ae 
and  prepare  a  place  to  receive  her."  It  wai  ioa* : 
the  dying  woman  was  borne  to  the  good  man'a 
dwelling.  She  was  tenderly  nursed ;  the  rill^gr 
doctor  attended  her ;  the  parson  visited  ha  cqi^ 
stantly,  and  was  seen  prajing  bende  the  bed  of 
fever,  which  the  lowest  menial  of  bis  bouaehold 
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cobis  wliidiy  tftor  her  decease,  had  been  firand 
eeuwalwl  upon  my  mother's  person.  The  good 
min  locdced  at  me  with  deep  compassion,  as  he 
murmuted  in  an  under  tone,  <<  She  is  too  young 
mid  handsome  to  escape  temptation,  and  avoid 
the  snares  which  aie  ever  laid  for  the  unsuspect- 
ing. What  is  your  name  T  I  answered  him — 
«  Ellen."  He  said,  "  I  tremble  for  you.  If  you 
attach  yourself  to  those  wandering  people  who 
left  the  forest  when  thdr  companion,  your  mo* 
ther,  was  on  her  dying  bed,  you  will  be  assuled 
by  temptations  which,  at  your  years,  mostly  prove 
irresistible.  I  cannot  see  you  on  the  very  brink 
of  destruction  without  an  attempt  to  save  you. 
Here  you  would  be  secure.  Had  my  lamented 
wife  been  spared,  she  would  have  been  a  more 
soitdble  protector.  But  remain  here,  and  while 
I  live^  this  roof  shall  shelter  you. 

I  burst  into  tears,  and  accepted  gratefully 
the  good  man*8  invitation.  I  was  indeed  weary 
of  the  world,  such  as  it  had  been  to  me.  I  had 
been  the  child  of  strange  destinies ;  a  very  shut- 

g3 
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deoock  of  fbmme;  bom  in  beggv;  and  mmed 
■D  opulence;  conRed,  idmired,  and  fidknred; 
mined,  plundered,  tnd  deserted.  Here,  in  dni 
peaceAil  and  Bedoded  dwelling,  I  could  wear 
away  my  appointed  dayi,  remored  alike  finai 
those  maddening  momenta  of  pleasnte  and  «t- 
tettdaDt  misery,  to  which  the  denisens  <^  earth 
are  subjected  by  the  lavs  of  being. 

Alaa !  I  little  knew  myself,  when  I  soppeaed 
tliat  one  with  the  wild  blood  that  cireulated  in 
my  veins,  would  remain  long  the  contented  mem- 
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ibe  plaee*  My  mother's  grave  was  in  the  village 
cemetery,  and  I  had  conceived  a  deep  attach- 
ment for  the  lovely  orphan,  who  had  been  prin- 
cipally intrusted  to  my  charge.  I  think  these 
gentler  ties  might  have  subdued  my  wandering 
inclinations,  had  not  unexpected  temptation  ren- 
dered the  impulse  I  was  combating  too  power- 
ful for  resistance. 

There  was  an  annual  fair  holding  in  a 
neighbouring  hamlet,  and  the  servants  of  the 
parsonage  had  obtained  Mr.  Howard's  permis- 
sion to  visit  it.  They  invited  me  to  accompany 
them ;  but  I  had  some  misgivings  that  made  me 
decline  going.  Renewed  entreaties^  and  a  pro- 
mise of  gay  ribbons  from  my  admirers — for  1  had 
made  some  rustic  conquests  —at  last  induced  me 
to  consent,  and  we  set  out  for  the  scene  of  merri- 
ment and  love-making. 

The  first  sight  of  the  tents — the  distant  sound 
of  music — waving  pennons  and  painted  show- 
boxes — booths  exhibiting  toys  and  trinkets — and 
aU  the  display  of  holiday  finery,  so  tempting  to 
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the  fimcy  of  the  nutic  mud,  all  nuaed  uwv  my 
gipsy  propensities,  «id  toy  heart  be*t  with  de- 
light in  looking  at  a  scene  associated  with  sty 
first  ideas  of  pleasure.  I  mixed  in  the  mcny 
throng,  and  had  roamed  for  some  time  thnm^^ 
the  crowded  fiur  before  I  discovered  that  I  bad 
strayed  firom  my  companions.  I  turned  inataiillj 
to  seek  them,  when  a  hand  touched  mine,  and  • 
voice,  too  familiar  to  be  mistaken,  whispered* 
"EU«).'"  It  was  an  aadent  female  of  our  tribe; 
she  beckoned  me  to  follow:  I  obeyed,  and  we 
left  the  throni;  unobserved. 
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W6pt  bitleriy.  The  evening  was  dosing  before  I 
could  bring  myself  to  quit  the  tuif  that  covered 
her  ashes;  and  with  a  heavy  heart  I  returned  to 
Mr*  Howard's  residaioe,  to  make  the  necessary 
ptepaiatioBs  for  my  journey* 

As  the  hour  drew  near  my  resolution  failed, 
and  I  rq;retted  that  I  had  promised  to  meet  the 
Gipsy.  I  hung  over  my  lovely  and  innocent 
charge,  as  she  lay  calmly  sleeping,  and  while 
my  tears  fell  fiut,  invoked  blessings  on  the  child, 
and  covered  her  smiling  face  with  kisses.  Ex- 
cept my  mother,  I  had  never  loved  another  half 
80  dearly,  and  to  tear  myself  away  required 
more  firmness  than  I  could  command.  I  was 
still  at  the  infant's  bed  when  midnight  knelled 
from  the  old  tower.  Presently  some  particles  of 
gravel  struck  lightly  against  the  casement.  I 
looked  out — the  Gipsy  was  below.  Again  and 
again  I  kissed  the  gentle  child  —  flung  my 
bundle  to  my  companion — silently  descended 
from  the  window — took  a  farewell  look  at  the 
parsonage — the   forest  was  before  me — I  was 
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DOW  homeleBB  and  unprotected  —  wid,  at  nine- 
teen, done  upon  the  world.  But  why  comphin  ? 
It  was  predestined  so. 

For  a  time  a  wandering  life  paned  plo^ 
untly  enough.  My  beauty  rendered  me  an  ob- 
ject of  consideration  as  a  daughter  of  the  tribe ; 
and  among  the  swarthy  communis  I  had  nxire 
than  one  niitor.  Michael,  as  the  leader  waa 
named,  honoured  me  with  hia  addiessea.  He 
was  a  bold  and  dexterous  fellow,  acute  and  dar- 
ing,   with   a   superior  intelligence,    that   nsder 
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M  his  oomptnioii.  Flattery  fiuled — and  to  the 
gipsy  xegulatioiia  I  refused  obedience.  This 
infraction  of  arbitrary  laws  was  of  course  re- 
tented,  and  Michael's  daim  upon  me  as  a  wife, 
supported  by  the  whole  community.  It  was  id}e 
to  resist  what  all  had  determined ;  and  no  alter- 
native  remained  but  submission  to  an  arbitrary 
decree,  or  an  immediate  elopement — and,  of 
course,  I  chose  the  latter. 

It  required,  however,  considerable  caution  to 
effiM^t  an  escape  without  risking  a  discovery,  as 
that  event  would  draw  down  the  vengeance  of  the 
tribe,  and  expose  me  to  the  mildest  pcQalty  of 
disobedience — an  instant  union  with   the  chief. 
But  mine  was  a  determined  spirit — and  I  exerted 
all  my  ingenuity  to  mask  my  design,  and  not 
excite  suspicion.     As  if  influenced  by  the  general 
dedsion,  I  gave  a  reluctant  consent.     Michael 
was  overjoyed  ;    the  gang  delighted  at  an  ap- 
proaching scene  of  revelry  ;  and  the  third  even- 
ing was  appointed  to  witness  the  performance  of 
that  rude  ceremony,  which  constitutes  a  gipsy 
marriage. 
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For  two  days,  I  found  no  oppntnditf  of 
quitting  the  enoHnpinent  unperceived,  but  oa  dM' 
thinl  I  wu  more  successful.  I  nuuMgcd  t* 
escape,  and  directed  my  course  towards  CaBtat>- 
buty,  from  wbich  dty  our  bivouac  was  not  vcvy 
distant. 

As  I  was  sfterwarda  informed,  my  flight  WM 
quiclily  known,  and  it  caused  a  direAil  oornnM- 
tion  among  the  wanderers.  Instant  punvH 
was  given^the  tribe  scattered  themselres  owwt 
the  country — and  from  tfaeir  cunning  and  celeii^ 
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bflggvlbe  wma  I  had  tdicn,  vidi  tmaimg  speed 
99A  oertaui  aocuncy  he  followed  my  flying  stept, 
likea  blMdhound  on  his  quest 

Caotertmiy  was  in  sight,  when  exhausted  by 
nfid  exertioDS  to  escape  I  was  obliged  to  rest, 
and  taming  into  a  small  plantation,  seated  myself 
upon  a  fidlen  tree.  I  breathed  freely — I  had 
suoeeeded — the  dty  of  refuge  was  before  me, 
and  there  I  should  be  secure  against  any  attempts 
which  the  gipsy  tribe  should  make  to  repossess 
theb  wrant  daughter.  What  future  course 
should  I  pursue  ?  Should  I  return  and  claim 
Mr.  Howard^s  protection,  or  seek  fresh  fortunes 
as  a  wanderer.  I  smiled,  when  fancying  the 
coiifbsion  my  escape  would  cause,  and  the  fury 
and  disappointment  of  the  fiery  bridegroom,  when 
it  was  discovered  that  the  lady  of  his  choice  had 
played  him  truant,  and  left  her  ardent  lover 
without  a  parting  fiurewell.  <'  Yes,^  I  said,  **  it 
was  wdl  planned,  and  boldly  executed;  Michael, 
thoa  must  seek  another  mistress;  I  have  no 
desire  to  become  a  gipsy  queen.     How  will  he 
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■tonn,"  I  continued,  "  when  evening  ocuaes,  and 
the  bride  u  waning  ;  the  Aigitire  escaped  pur- 
suit ;  and  the  bridal  festival  turned  into  an  sngiy 
bnwl !  " — I  laughed — "  Oh,  that  I  could  see 
him  for  a  moment,  and  whisper  in  his  swarthy 
ear,  that  a  ^I's  nit  was  keener  than  a  diieftaJn's 
cunning." 

"  You  shall  be  gratified,"  returned  a  voice  that 
made  my  blood  run  cold ;  I  threw  back  a  hasty 
glance,  and  over  my  shoulder  peered  the  vin- 
dietive  eyes  of  my  exasperated  and  deserted 
suitor. 
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OS — **  ind  he gsve a fioidish laugh.  '^Comelet 
us  be  firiends ;  kiss  me,  Nell — I  faargiye  thy  flight 
finr  this  time,  wench !  '* 

"  Kin  thee !  *'  I  exclaimed  as  I  sprang  up, 
and  waved  him  fiom  me.  ^*  No,  Michael,  force 
only  coold  make  me  yours." 

<<  Indeed ! "  he  muttered,  while  with  a  deep 
imprecation  he  added,  *<  Then  force  shall ;  "  and 
he  seised  my  arm  roughly,  while  I  screamed 
loudly  for  help.  The  words  were  scarcely  spoken, 
when  a  noise  was  heard,  as  if  somebody  was 
crushing  through  the  brushwood.  The  Gipsy 
dropped  my  arm,  and  searched  his  bosom  for  a 
weapon.  Next  moment  a  man  vaulted  lightly 
over  the  paling,  and  haughtily  demanded  the 
occasion  of  the  outcry. 

The  stranger  was  yoimg  and  handsome; 
rather  above  the  middle  size,  with  a  person  that 
indicated  more  activity  than  strength.  There 
was  that  assured  character  in  his  bearing  which 
bespeaks  a  fearless  heart.  He  was  dressed  as 
sportsmen  generally  are,  and  bore  no  weapon, 
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except  «  walkittg-Bttck.  fTotwitheUndlDg  the 
pkinness  of  his  shootbg-dresB,  the  kir  snd 
manner  of  the  stranger  were  too  dedded,  to  allow 
his  profession  to  be  doubted  for  a  moment. 

Michael  glared  upon  him,  irtth  a  mixed 
look  of  fear  and  hatred,  as  he  impudently  de- 
manded "  What  brought  him  there  ?  "  The 
stranger's  lip  curled  acomfulty,  while  he  mea- 
sured the  gipsy  chief  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Brought  Die  here ! "  he  replied,  in  a  high 
tone.  "  Scoundrel !  repeat  your  insolence,  and  I 
i  broken  head."     Then  tumipg 
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''Hallo!  fUkw"~he  ahoutad,  «luaidB  off, 
if  jou  Yalue  whole  bonei.  Come,  pretty  one,  I 
wiU  cee  you  safe  to  Canterbuiy.^ 

Michael's  looks  became  darker  and  more  fero- 
cious. Pladng  himself  between  me  and  the 
gate  of  the  plantation,  he  suddenly  unsheathed 
a  long  and  peculiar  daspknife  which  he  always 
carried  on  his  person,  and  swore  a  deep  oath, 
that  if  the  stranger  did  not  leave  us,  he  would 
bury  the  weapon  in  his  hearts 

But  the  soldier  was  in  no  wise  daunted.  He 
returned  his  menace  with  a  look  of  bold  defiance, 
and  raised  his  stick,  as  if  preparing  to  parry  the 
Gipsy's  thrust.  Suddenly,  and  without  any 
apparent  efibrt,  except  a  slight  movement  of  the 
wrist,  he  smote  Michael's  hand  so  sharply,  that 
the  knife  flew  from  his  grasp,  and  fell  ten  yards 
distance  into  the  thick  copsewood.  The  Gipsy 
made  an  attempt  to  recover  his  lost  weapon,  but 
the  soldier  stepped  between  him  and  the  spot 
where  it  fell. 

^'  Halt ! "  he  shouted,  in  a  voice  that  obliged 


142  THE  gipsy's  story. 

the  ruffisa  to  obey  the  order.  "Fellow,  I  have 
given  thee  a  bruised  hand,  and  another  step  ea- 
EureB  thee  a  biolten  head.  Off!  I  say^-or,  by 
St  Patrick,  I'll  crack  that  skull  of  thine  as  I 
would  a  walnut-Bhell,  and  leave  as  many  ma^ 
upon  thy  swarthy  hide  as  will  cause  you  to  re- 
member the  touch  of  an  Irish  sapling;  ay,  to 
the  latest  hour  of  your  life." 

He  said — and  uking  my  hand  led  me  to  the 
gate,  without  any  attempt  on  Michaers  part  to 
bar  our  egresfi  from  the  wood.  We  were  now 
e  high  road,  and,  of  i 
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of  my  people  approaching ;  and  if  my  memory 
holds  good,  there  is  a  horsepond  at  no  great 
distance." 

The  Gipsy  looked  in  the  direction  to  which 
the  soldiers  eyes  had  turned,  and  observed 
several  men  in  uniforms  movmg  slowly  towards 
the  wood. 

"Farewell^ — he  said — ** farewell,  Ellen;  at 
least  for  a  time.  Many  a  bitter  hour  this  morn- 
ing's slight  shall  cost  thee ;  ay — when  thou  art 
niitiey  and  no  hand  is  near  to  succour." 

"  Yours  !   Never,  Michael ! " 

He  gave  a  parting  look  of  deadly  meaning, 
tossed  his  thin  arm  above  his  head,  and  conti- 
nued, in  a  tone  convulsive  from  the  violence  of 
his  passion  —  ^'  Mine  !  yes,  mine.  Men  and 
fiends  shall  never  move  Michael's  resolution. 
Ellen,"  and  he  dropped  his  voice — **  mine  you 
shall  be,  though  I  hang  for  it ! " 

These  were  his  last  words;  for,  bounding 
into  the  coppice,  he  vanished  in  the  thick 
plantation. 
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My  deliTeier  looked  lor  a  ihoit  ijwce  «t  the 
pUce  where  the  Gipsy  disappetred.  ■*  Upon  my 
life,"  he  said,  "a  pleasant  sort  of  gendenan  I 
a  suitor  who  will  not  be  rdiued,  it  Beemi.  How 
came  one  so  pretty  as  you,  Ellen,  to  &11  into  that 
fellow's  company  ?  It  was  fortunate  that  I  was 
netting  rabbits  in  the  wood,  or  that  bronsed 
ruffian  would  have  done  you  aome  sericnu  mia- 
chief." 

In  reply  to  his  questions,  I  told  him  a  portion 
of  my  story,  and  mentioned  my  wphanage,  and 
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(«  I  cannot  tell." 

<*  Have  you  not  some  acquaintance  ?^ 

**  None  who  could  genre  me.*" 

He  looked  at  me.  '<  I  never  saw  one  so  beau- 
tiful and  so  desolate.  Good  heaven  !  have  you 
considered  the  risk  that  one  so  attractive  as  your- 
self must  be  exposed  to  in  a  world  where  men 
are  nowise  scrupulous,  and  matter  not  the  means 
by  which  the  end  is  accomplished  ?  " 

I  sighed  heavily ;  and  the  past  flashed  pain- 
fully to  my  recollection. 

The  stranger  was  silent  for  a  moment.  '^  I 
am  but  a  sorry  counsellor'^ — ^he  said ;  ^^  Come, 
you  must  have  me  for  lack  of  better ;  and  be- 
tween danger  and  yourself  I  can  only  interpose 
the  honour  of  my*tountry.  Let  me  think. — My 
sergeant's  wife  will  take  care  of  you  at  present, 
and  we  will  then  try  and  find  out  if  a  better  home 
can  be  obtained." 

He  looked  at  me  attentively.  ''  It  is  wondrous 
beauty  for  a  wanderer  ! "  and  continued  in  a  low 
tone,  '^  A  strange  adventure  altogether !    /  with 

VOL.  I.  H 
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the  lightest  reputsUon  in  a  diuiptted  oofps — I 
•elected  to  be  mentor  of  •  being  bo  lawtiy  u 
thou,  Ellen.  Well,  no  nutter— all  an  not  niMjr 
judged  hy  look ;  and  in  me,  notwithstanding  all 
my  leriqr,  you  may  obtain  an  boneater  protedkNi 
than  from  men  of  graver  exteriw.  WillTontnM 
me,  Ellen;  and  confide  in  one  who  nerv  yet 
failed  fnend  or  fbe  ?  " 

My  eyes  turned  npon  bis.  I  read  hit  connte- 
nance  with  ffffy  caution.  The  handsome  oat> 
tines  had  kindled  into  nobleness ;  his  dieek  wM 
flushing;  while  the  honest  expansion  <^tbe  brow 
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WIS  aa  ammMifcing  chartcter.  His  halnts  were 
ample  and  luxurious,  he  was  shrewd  and  witty, 
weak  and  improvideBt;  while  the  warmth  of  an 
ndindled  temper, 

«*  Mild  with  the  geDtlfr--with  die  frowBzd,  ftern," 

led  him  into  eternal  senses,  firom  which  an 
exeeUent  natmral  understanding,  had  it  been 
cultiTated  and  developed,  scarcely  managed  to 
extricate  him.  He  was  perfectly  single-hearted, 
and  his  purse  and  person  alike  ready  at  a  call. 
Honour  with  him  was  a  sort  of  phantom,  an  un- 
defined idea  of  a  feeling  that  should  direct  a 
gentleman's  career.  He  was  humane.  To 
witness  the  corporal  punishment  of  an  irreclaim- 
able delinquent  pained  him  to  the  soul ;  although, 
that  same  morning,  and  for  an  imaginary  offence, 
he  had  dangerously  wounded  an  old  companion. 
His  virtues  were  noble ;  his  failings  pardonable ; 
the  whole  was  a  union  of  opposites,  which 
rendered  George  Harley  an  object  of  regard  and 
fear— -envied  by  some,  detested  by  others ; 
in  short,  a  man  in  different  times,    and   dif- 
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feroit  tonpen,  |Hded  and  tdmiied,  eourtad  md 
•voided. 

The  soldier's  wife,  to  whose  care  I  ww  con- 
signed, procuted  me  a  lodging  beside  hex  omi, 
in  a  nest  cottage  in  the  suburbs  of  the  tovn; 
and,  irom  her  kindness  and  attentkoi,  it  was 
evident  that  Harley's  charges  had  been  stnct. 
Her  husband  was  the  captun's  pajr-sergeant, 
she  acted  as  bis  laundress,  and  to  my  young 
protector  both  appeared  stnmgty  attached.  But 
Harley  was  just  the  man  to  be  a  regimental 
tavourite.     His  humanity  had  procured  him  the 
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•flUbk  and  kind.  He  wm  indeed  well  einted 
for  a  leader ;  and  those  he  commanded  looked  to 
him  tdth  confidence  and  iq;ard.  In  the  licence 
pennitted  the  soldier  when  marchings  the  oflicer 
was  not  too  proud  to  share;  and  in  the  hour  of 
danger,  whm  others^would  have  said  ^  go  cn/^ 
Hailey  would  have  shouted  **  follow  !^ 

Tliere  was  a  studied  delicacy  observed  in 
my  preserver's  conduct  towards  me,  which,  cer- 
tainly the  circumstances  under  which  we  met 
would  scarcely  warrant.  Until  the  second  day 
he  left  me  to  myself,  nor  did  he  visit  me  then, 
until  he  had  ascertained  from  Mrs*  Owen  that 
I  was  deorous  to  speak  to  him. 

When  Harley  came  to  my  assistance  m  the 
wood,  he  found  a  gipsy-girl  in  the  wild  costume 
of  her  tribe;  but  when  he  visited  me  at  the  ser- 
geant's lodgmg,  I  was  becomingly  attired  in  the 
neat  and  simple  dress  that  I  had  worn  when  in 
Mr.  Howard^s  re&dence.  The  alteration  in  my 
appearance  was  striking,  if  I  might  judge  from 
llarley*s  surprise*    Nor  was  he  less  changed, 
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fix  tfae  light  in^try  nnifbim  he  was  dre§aed  in 
WM  weU  cklcuUted  to  abow  to  its  best  adTurti^ 
a  Sguie  tight,  dq^t,  and  athletic. 

Our  interriew  was  long.  I  found  bis  numnen 
extremely  prepossessing;  for  without  the  tiaael 
assurance  of  high  life,  there  was  an  openness, 
a  manly  honesty  in  all  that  Harley  said,  Aat 
won  me  more  than  a  courtlier  addiesa,  wbcrc 
the  polish  is  quite  apparent,  but  the  rincerity 
doubttiil.  We  parted  with  an  engagement  to 
meet  on  the  morrow,  and  a  promise  on  my  part 
;  him  with  the  particulars  of  a  history 
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▼icdm  ?  Is  it  not  a  strange  coincidence  in  our 
fines,  that  the  same  smooth-tongued  traitor 
should  have  mined  both  ?'^ 

I  expressed  astomshment,  and  he  thus  eon- 


^*  The  tale  of  folly  is  soon  told  We  were 
sdioolfeUows,  and  Ixrftus  my  favourite  compa- 
nion. He  was  weak  and  timid,  and  I  fought  his 
battles.  His  allowance  was  small,  mine  was 
liberal — and  we  had  a  common  purse. 

<«  We  separated  at  fifteen — he  to  go  to  Oxford, 
and  I  to  join  a  raiment  in  India,  to  which  I  had 
been  gaaettid. 

'*  Six  years  passed.  My  father  (Ued,  and  I 
came  home  and  succeeded  to  my  inheritance. 
It  was  unfortunately  money  in  the  fim^ds,  and  I 
bad  a  discretionary  power  to  use  it  as  I  pleased. 
I  came  to  London  to  purchase  my  company  ; 
and  there  I  found  my  once-loved  schoolfellow, 
who  had  left  the  university,  and  was  now  a  lieu- 
taiant  in  the  Coldstream.  Of  course,  our  inti- 
macy was  renewed — on  my  part  with  unchanged 
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ftfiection,  on  bit,  with  a  fixed  i 

mil  hiin§df  of  my  ctrnfideiioe,  md  phonder  mt 

of  my  last  guinea. 

*'  It  it  not  neceMtry  to  follow  the  Roandid 
through  all  the  dduoiu  plans  with  whidh  hit 
ol^ect  was  achieved.  I  was  a  blind  and  reM^ 
dupe.  I  bod  not  » luspidon  of  bim,  while  all 
beudes  knew  that  my  false  friend  was  plucking 
me  to  the  very  pen-teather. 

*<  For  some  months  I  was  absent  in  Iidand 
with  my  r^i;iment,  and  the  ndsBitudee  of  Ixiftns'i 
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vai  to  my  fiiiaiid;  bat  he  wis  inTiaible.  I 
cBlaied  «&  ac|K^iiiiiig  ooflfee-iooin,  and  read  tbere 
a  paragmph,  in  an  erening  print,  that  left  the 
ruin  of  Loftiu  no  longer  a  matter  of  report. 

'<  The  morning,  howerer,  brought  with  it  a  ftill 
ffzpoi6  of  his  TiUany ;  yet,  such  was  my  fatuity, 
tfait  with  inefingaUe  proof  before  my  eyes,  I 
oould  scarce  bring  myself  to  credit  it.  One 
by  one  his  deep-laid  plans  were  developed;  and 
it  was  plain,  that  I  had  been  coolly  and  unmer- 
cifully plundered.  Boiling  with  rage,  I  deter- 
mined on  immediate  pursuit,  and  drove  to  my 
bankers ;  but  there  Loftus  had  anticipated  me, 
and  three  days  before,  by  a  forged  check, 
dmwn  out  my  last  guinea. 

^^  Nothing  but  vengeance  was  left,  and  I  deter- 
mined to  hunt  the  black-hearted  traitor  to  the 
death.  For  a  time  all  trace  of  him  was  lost,  and 
two  or  three  attempts  which  I  made  to  discover 
him  failed.  At  last,  I  heard  that  he  had  been 
recently  seen  in  Paris,  and  thither  I  proceeded. 
For  several  days  I  haunted  the  gaming-houses, 

H  3 
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but  Loftus  was  not  there,  although  until  the 
last  week,  he  had  been  a  regular  attendant. 

"  I  found  him,  Ellen  ! — where  ? — Where  audi 
a  Tillain  should  be  found — ^in  the  Mm^ue '.  I 
never  saw  any  thing  so  diabolical  aa  the  dead 
man''8  countenance  !  His  throat  from  ear  to  ear 
was  severed.  I  gazed  on  the  horrid  apectade, 
if  not  with  pleasive,  certainly  without  pity.  I 
had  been  saved  some  trouble;  I  should  have 
killed  the  ruffian  had  we  met ;  but  hia  felon 
hand,     or   (and  more   probably)  a    murderer's 
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It  is  not  diflBcult  to  ccmjectiiie  how  our 
intiiiuicy  vaif^t  hsYe  terminated,  had  events 
progrwird  in  their  common  course;  but  an 
unexpected  ooeurreooe  hurried  matters  to  a  dose. 
«~I  had  more  than  once  rambled  in  the  even- 
ing throu|^  the  streets,  and  breathed  the  firesh 
air,  which,  to  one  like  me,  was  indispensable. 
Closely  muffled,  I  had,  hitherto,  escaped  obser- 
vation; and  Michael^s  threats  had  made  me 
confine  my  walks  to  the  streets  and  suburbs. 
On  the  preceding  evening,  a  man  had  followed 
me.  He  was  troublesome,  and  to  escape  im- 
pertinence I  hurried  to  my  lodgings,  and  so 
lightly  did  I  think  of  the  affair,  that  next  day 
the  occurrence  was  forgotten. 

Harley  was  an  early  visitor.  He  was 
scarcely  seated,  when  a  child  belonging  to  the 
house  brought  up  a  sealed  billet,  which,  he  , 
said,  had  been  given  to  him  by  a  fine  gentle- 
man, with  a  request  that  it  should  be  safely 
delivered. 

Harley  appeared  astounded;  his  &ce  flushed ; 
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the  buidwiitiiig  waa  well  known  to  him,  and 
in  •  flurried  voice  he  addreased  me.  "You 
have  been  but  a  short  time  in  Canterbuiy, 
EUen,  and  yet  you  have  made  a  brilliant  con- 
quest." 

"  I  have  achieved  it  unconacioualy,"    I  re- 
plied in  a  calm  voice. 

"  Indeed  ■     Know  you  not,  then,  the  writes 
of  this  efiuson  ?" 

"  I  am  ignorant  of  his  very  existence.     Can 
you  tell  me  his  name  P" 

Q  doubt  detailed  fully  here" — and  he 
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me  withottl  obtaining  a  tepty,  and  obliged  me 
to  seek  shelter  in  my  lodgings,  and  followed 
me  to  tbe  door.^ 

'^Indeed!  it  were  hard  that  exercise  was 
debarred  you  by  such  impertinence,  and  it  shall 
be  looked  to.  Farewell,  Ellen — I  shall  call  early 
to-moRow.  May  I  keep  this  billet  ?  and  have 
you  no  curiosity  to  know  its  contents  ?*' 

*^ Retain  it,  certainly"' — I  replied;  '^for  so 
little  does  it  interest  me,  that  were  it  returned, 
it  should  be  consigned  imopened  to  the  fire/' 

**  Once  more,  farewell,  Ellen  1^  He  took  my 
hand  in  his,  kissed  me  affectionately — and  I  was 
left  alone. 

The  evening  fell ;  it  was  rainy  and  boisterous^ 
I  had  some  presentiment  of  evil — the  gloomy 
weather  probably  induced  it,  and  to  divert  my 
melancholy  thoughts,  I  invited  the  sergeant's 
wife  to  tea.  Later  than  usual,  Owen  came  to 
conduct  her  home,  and  I  fimcied  that  he  appeared 
thoughtful  and  dispirited.  I  concluded  that  some 
rqrimental  affair  had  vexed  him,  and  I  regretted 
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it,  for  the  honest  Wdsbman  liad  been  kind  to  mc 
u  a  &ther. 

Morning  csme,  and  morning  pancd  witlumt 
Htrley^B  cuBtomny  viait.  Iliis  nnunul  ibtenoe 
alarmed  me,  uid  my  apprehensiona  were  increaMd, 
by  obaerring  that  the  sergeant  and  his  wife  wen 
THibly  dqected,  although  it  waa  eridoit  thM  they 
oideaToured  to  conceal  thdr  imeanneBB  from  me. 
My  inquiries  after  Harley  were  evaded,  and  liia 
absence,  when  I  pressed  to  know  the  cause,  wm 
excused  by  saying  that  he  was  on  duty.     But 
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to  the  tortmooB  fmoertainty  which  Harley^s  un- 
aoooontable  abeence  had  occasioned. 

A  step  ascended  the  stairs  softly ;  I  dreaded 
to  look  up — no  doubt  the  do(mied  moment  had 
tapawei — I  should  know  the  worst — and  leaning 
my  head  upon  the  table,  I  burst  into  a  flood  of 
tears.  The  late  visitor  entered,  and  a  man's 
shadow  darkened  the  opposite  wall.  I  sprang 
wildly  from  the  chair— it  was  Harley  himself! 
But,  my  God,  how  altered !  When  last  he  parted 
from  me,  he  looked  a  fortunate  and  reckless 
soldier;  one  who  would  boldly  hew  his  road 
through  difficulties;  and  the  harder  the  storm 
feD,  the  more  buoyant  would  the  spirit  rise  that 
should  control  it.  Now,  his  cheek  was  wan^  his 
eye  rayless,  he  seemed  the  ruin  of  himself;  one, 
on  whom  fortune  had  exhausted  her  angry  phial 
— one,  from  whose  bosom  hope  had  fled. 

*^  Ellen,*'  he  said,  in  hollow  and  unearthly 
tones,  *^  you  have  surely  heard  of  my  madness ! 
Why  ask  the  question  ?    Evil  tidings  are  quickly 


» 
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"  I  bftve  heard  nodimg,  Obtain  Hadey."  -. 
"Then  poor  Owen  has  bees  tnie" — Ite 
muttered. 

"  Your  absence,"  I  replied,  "has  made  m» 
very  wretched;  I  feared  that  I  had  fbrftited 
your  T^ard ;  had  unwittingly  offended  you,  and 
thua  had  incurred  the  misfortune  of  losing  my 
only  protector." 

"  Protector ! '"  he  stud,  with  a  lau^  that  mada 
me  shudder.  "  Ellen,  a  foot  like  me,  cannot 
protect  himaelf.      I  am  a  ruined  man  j— worse 
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nuffdaly  md  mj  name  lemoTed  wiA  ignoniiny, 
finm  the  list  thit  records  the  bra^e !  I  am  now 
alone  upon  the  eaith^-who  will  pity  one  so 
ftUen?** 

**  Stop,  Captain  Harley,  I  exclaimed,  **  sorely 
yon  wiong  yourself!  Probably  you  have  been 
rash  and  imprudent,  but  I  would  be  swwn  the 
taint  of  dishonour  will  never  rest  upon  your  name. 
Wkai  has  happened  7    What  have  you  done  ?  " 

**  Ellen !  before  I  answer,  listen  to  me,  and 
conrider  well  before  you  reply.  I  have  told  you 
that  I  am  a  ruined  man ;  and  fallen  as  your  own 
fortunes  are,  mine  are  still  more  shattered.  Will 
you  with  such  truth  admitted — will  you  unite 
your  destiny  with  mine — and  all  desperate  as  my 
future  prospects  are,  will  you,  Ellen,  cling  to 
me  through  good  and  evil,  and  bind  your  fate  to 
mine!^ 

Ere  he  had  finished  his  passionate  appeal,  I 
filing  myself  upon  his  breast.  He  swore  that  for 
life  he  would  protect  me ;  and  in  return  I  plighted 
him  my  faith. 
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«  And  wts  the  plight  kept  fiuthftdl;?"  mid 
O'Connor,  interrupting  her. 

The  Gipsy's  eye  fluhed  fire — 

"  Faithfully !  ^  she  exclumed,  "  Ay !  vidi  « 
fidelity  that  the  court  dune  could  only  dream  of. 
It  was  the  compact  of  the  heart,  and  not  the 
mouth.  Iliink  you,  that  the  shorn  priwty  when 
be  unites  the  hands,  can  interchange  the  afice- 
tions!  or  that  the  gold  wire  which  glitten  on 
the  finger  of  the  bride,  can  chaim  the  heart  that 
h^ily  sighs  in  secret  for  another — ay,  even  M 


THE  gipsy's  story.  163 

to  the  fox  and  the  eagle.  In  the  cthn  of  rustic 
quietude,  in  the  tempest  of  war,  I  never  left 
you.  Was  tins  true  fiuth — was  this  woman's 
constancy?  Yes;  though  ring,  and  priest,  and 
all  the  parade  of  wedlock  were  forgotten,  the 
Cray's  kTcf  was  fixed  as  the  lights  of  heaTen, 
and  ended  where  it  should  do — in  the  grave  of 
him  to  whom  she  had  devoted  it ! " 

C^Connor  gased  on  his  singular  companion 
with  jnty  and  admiration.  The  question  he  had 
inadvertently  asked  implied  doubt,  and  recalled 
the  latent  ardour  of  her  love.  The  eye  kindled 
with  uncommon  brilliancy,  as  she  sprang  firom 
the  turf  she  had  been  resting  on ;  and  whUe 
repelling  a  suspicion  of  her  constancy,  her  whole 
qipearance  was  noble,  commanding,  and  dra- 
matic But  the  allusion  to  the  dead  excited 
softer  feelings ;  gradually  she  melted  into  tears, 
and,  through  deep  emotion,  her  voice  became 
neariy  indistinct.  It  was,  however,  but  a  mo- 
mentary weakness;  her  firmness  returned,  and, 
the  tear  firom  her  cheek,  she  muttered — 
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**  Pshaw  r — this  is  mere  driTcUing;"  ind  fleit 
minute,  resuming  her  jiace  beside  Uie  soldier, 
she  thus  continued : 

**  But  Harley's  miahap>  though  bad  enou^ 
was  not  so  ruinous  in  its  consequences  as  was  M 
first  apprehended.  I  was  the  unhappy  cause. 
The  person  who  followed  me  in  the  street,  and 
sent  the  billet  to  my  residence,  was  the  Benioir 
major  of  the  regiment ;  and,  unfortunately,  after 
he  had  left  me,  Harley  remonstrated  witib  hie 
superior  officer,  in  a  tone  that  produced  an  irri- 
t&ting  answer.     The  altercation  waaed  v 
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urithdnwiiig  from  the  corps,  and  both  diqionnf 
of  their  oommimoiis. 

After  the  first  Utteniess  that  parting  from  a 
regiment  and  profession  naturally  occasioned, 
Harlej  appeared  to  disregard  his  loss.  He  was 
aidendy  attached  to  me :  he  seemed  determined 
to  forget  the  world — ^he  succeeded — and  we  re* 
tired  to  a  beautifal  cottage  and  farm,  which  the 
wreck  of  his  patrimony,  and  the  sale  of  his 
commission^  had  secured  us. 

It  was  a  wild  and  lovely  home.  Situated  in 
the  remotest  district  of  a  northern  county,  we 
had  all  the  varied  scene  that  makes  retirement 
desirable — ^bold  hills,  a  sparkling  lake,  heath  and 
copsewood,  while  the  sweetest  rivulet  wandered 
round  the  cottage,  in  which  ever  an  angler 
threw  a  line,  or  the  village  maid  performed  her 
ablutions.  The  roses  mingled  with  the  thatch, 
and  honeysuckle  festooned  the  green  veranda. 
Even  winter  did  not  rob  the  surroimdbg 
sealery  of  its  interest ;  the  heights,  far  as  the 
eye  could  range,  were  covered  with  snowi  and 
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sparkled  in  tbe  auiuhine,  while  the  mten  rf  the 
lake,  in  summer  so  bright  and  gluBy,  contrulrd 
with  the  white  mountains,  and  looked  dad:  as  a 
witch's  caldron. 

A  year  passed,  and  what  a  year  of  happinen  it 
was .'  If  there  be  an  era  that  memory  dwdia  <» 
with  delight,  it  is  the  time  when  I  ponesKd  an 
humtJe  cott^e  and  the  man  I  loved.  Harkiy 
was  equally  contented ;  he  af^peated  to  imn 
forgotten  what  he  had  been.  In  rural  ponuita 
his  leisure  was  occupied,  while  his  active  halMts 
found   ample  occupation   in  rambling  over  the 
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the  first  loTe  of  a  fiither^  while  I  rapturously 
leaned  oyer  the  infimf  s  cot,  and  as  I  gazed 
upon  my  beauteous  boy,   little  dreamed  how 

bitterly  that  child  would  wring  my  heart. 

•  ••*** 

I  was  sitting  on  a  rustic  bench  before  the 
cottage,  with  my  infant  on  my  knee.  It  was  a 
sweet  autimmal  evening,  and  all  around  was 
lovely  and  endearing.  Harley  was  fishing  in  the 
lake,  and,  from  time  to  time,  my  eyes  turned 
from  my  laughing  boy  to  seek  the  other  object 
of  my  love,  his  father.  There  was  a  calm  and 
holy  quiet  in  the  scene  and  hour,  and  I  thought 
my  heart  felt  an  unusual  lightness.  I  kissed  my 
baby's  lips — and  then  blessed  Heaven  that  I  was 
parted  from  the  world.  The  world !  what  was  it 
to  us  ?  Here  was  a  home  with  all  the  joys  that 
love  and  health  and  competence  could  give,  and 
not  one  harassing  care  to  interrupt  its  sunshine. 
I  heard  the  wicket  open — the  terrier  lying  at  my 
feet  sprang  forward  with  an  angry  growl.  I 
raised  my  eyes — and  MichaeFs  detested  face  was 
glaring  in  hatred  and  astonishment  on  mine ! 
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I  wsB  bnTW-stricken — ud,  in  »pmjc1iImi  iiir- 
prue,  stole  •  ode  gUnce  at  my  old  Mbsirer.  Hfe 
^ipeanuice  wae  sadly  altered,  he  mu  gaimt  nd 
haggard,  dressed  in  the  tattered  clothing  of  • 
•ailor,  with  a  email  bundle  across  his  shoalder, 
and  a  morderous  bludgeon  in  his  hand.  For 
some  moments  we  both  were  silent — bat  at  lot 
Michael  addressed  roe. 

"  So — we  have  met  once  more.  I  haw 
sought  you  over  England  in  vain — and  many  • 
weary  mile  the  search  has  cost  me.     No  matter; 
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WUt  thoii  not  adc  me  in,  Ndl  ?  Methinks  this 
wilcome  to  an  old  scqnsintance  it  but  a  sony 
one.  Wilt  thoa  not  <^er  me  a  mug  of  ale  ?  I 
hare  walked  a  weary  way  to  visit  you.'^ 

X  waa  dieadfiiUy  alanned.  T%ere  was  no  one 
in  the  cottige ;  for  our  domestics,  a  lad  and  a 
woBuui,  were  milking  in  a  paddock  at  some  dis- 
tance firom  the  house.  I  assumed  the  appear- 
ance of  indifference;  but,  no  doubt,  an  ashy 
£M:e  belied  my  pretended  courage. 

^^  How  dare  you  venture  here,  Michael  ?  A 
call  fiom  me  will  bring  assistance — and — " 

*^  It  will  be  a  loud  one,^'  he  said,  with  a 
firadish  expression  of  triumphant  malice :  '*  No, 
no,  Ellen — I  have  lain  since  noon  in  yonder 
copse,  and  watched  your  keeper  to  the  lake, 
and  your  servants  to  the  paddock." 

^*  See  ye  a  man  beside  the  water's  edge? 
Beware  of  him^  Michael:  a  second  meeting 
may  cost  you  dearer  than  the  first.  You  cannot 
have  £nrgotten  him.**' 

'<No;"    said  the  ruffian  coldly,    **the  man 

VOL.  JL  I 
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who  croBses  me,  never  ceues  to  be  remembered 
until  the  injury  is  avenged.  Harley  desplMd 
and  wronged  me.  He  rescued  you  fiwi 
my  power,  for  Heaven  made  bim  stronger.  lie 
spumed  me  like  a  reptile — he  scorned  me  like 
a  dog — and,  worse  offending  &r,  robbed  me  of 
your  love.  The  hour  of  vengeance  ia  at  band-^ 
tlie  time  of  bitter  retribution  is  nigh," 
'*  Villain ! — you  dare  not  harm  us  J" 
*'  Tbat,"  he  returned  calmly,  "  a  brief  period 
will  discover ;  I  have  no  time  to  dally  now ;  I 
want  money,  Nell ;  come,  despatch." 
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Dutiiig  a  soawl  of  uneztiiigaishable  hatred 
towards  Harley,  he  tamed  a  partmg  glance  on 
me.  It  was  the  look  of  a  demon — and  like  a  rep- 
tfle  he  slipped  away  among  the  underwood,  and 
next  moment  disappeared. 

When  Harley  saw  my  pale  cheeks,  he  guessed 
that  some  untoward  event  had  happened.  A 
short  explanation  told  him  the  cause  of  my 
alarm :  and,  seizing  a  loaded  gun,  he  went  in 
pursuit  of  the  gipsy.  It  was  useless  to  re- 
monstrate with  one  of  his  fiery  temperament, 
and  I  remained  in  dreadful  uncertainty  until  he 
returned  firom  a  bootless  search.  Next  day 
every  copse  and  thicket  was  examined  carefully ; 
but  no  trace  of  the  rufHan  was  discovered.  A 
week  passed  —  another  succeeded:  no  doubt, 
Michad,  contented  with  his  subsidy,  had  dis- 
appeared, and  dreading  Harley's  vengeance  left 
the  neighbourhood  for  ever. 

The  third  week  ended ;  an  early  frost  set  in ; 
and  the  first  flight  of  woodcocks  were  seen  on 
the  heaths  above  the  cottage.     A  day  of  suc- 

i2 
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cessful  exertion  had  closed,  and  Harley  retired 
to  bis  room  at  an  early  hour,  and  was  speedily 
wrapped  in  the  unbroken  slumbers  vhich  reward 
the  mountain  sportsman. 

For  my  part,  I  felt  an  unusual  reluctance  to 
f^  to  my  apartment ;  I  had  vague,  but  fearful 
apprehensions,  and,  though  I  strove  to  combat 
what  I  fancied  woman's  weakness,  Michael 
haunted  my  night-dreams,  and  was  seldom 
absent  from  my  thoughts  when  waking.  I 
knew  liim  to  be  a  ruthless  villain — implacable 
in    hatred — and    constant    in   the    purpose    of 
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dreamy  Bleep,  which  exercise  and  an  easy  mind 
ensure.  I  looked  at  my  baby;  there  he  lay 
peaoefiii  and  happy,  for  the  smile  of  infancy  was 
curling  on  his  rosy  lips.  I  kissed  his  forehead 
gently  lighted  the  night-lamp  on  the  hearth, 
and  left  the  apartment  again,  to  ascertain  that 
the  doors  and  casements  were  fastened,  a  pre- 
caution I  had  never  taken  before. 

I  found  aU  secured,  and  determined  to  retire 
to  bed.  Once  or  twice  the  terrier  had  growled, 
and  started  from  his  mat;  but  if  any  thing 
moved  without,  the  dog  alone  could  hear 
it.  It  was  foolish  to  yield  the  mastery  to 
uneasy  thoughts,  and  tremble  at  a  ruffian's 
threats,  equally  vague  and  boastful,  and  which 
he  wanted  power  and  courage  to  redeem.  1 
extinguished  the  taper,  unclosed  a  casement 
looking  towards  the  mountains,  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  bracing  effects  of  the  cold  breeze 
restored  my  usual  tranquillity. 

It  was  a  sweet  and  quiet  scene.  The  little 
garden  stretched  downwards  to  the  rivulet,  whose 
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waters,  sparkliDg  in  the  dear  8Ur%fat,  with 
a  muTmuring  sound  fell  over  a  ledge  of  roc^ 
and  plunged  sullenly  into  a  deep  baon  vhidi 
their  ovn  restless  action  had  worn  in  the  river- 
bed. On  the  led,  the  dark  hedges  of  tiw 
orchard  shut  in  the  view ;  while  on  the  right  the 
fknn-yard,  with  its  com  stacks  and  ample  pile 
of  fuel  for  the  winter,  gave  a  peculiar  charactex 
of  comfort  and  plenty  to  the  prospect  afforded 
from  the  window.  1  was  about  to  shut  the 
casement,  when  once  more  the  dog  exhibited 
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dueed.  Why  then  should  I  break  Hsrley's 
rest  with  a  tale  rf  idle  apprehemion  ?  The 
thadoir  might  be  that  of  a  tree — a  passing 
Ghmd — ay,  or  the  mere  comage  of  my  own 
healed  imagination,  and  though  under  my  re- 
newed exdtcsnent  it  would  be  useless  to  retire 
to  bed,  I  decided  that  it  would  be  unkind  to 
depriye  my  protector  of  that  tranquil  rest  which 
my  own  fears  alone  prevented  me  from  sharing. 
Thus  resolved,  I  secured  the  lattice  carefiilly 
and  lighted  my  candle  again. 

A  newspaper — a  thing  of  infrequent  recur- 
rence —had  reached  us  late  that  evening.  Har- 
ley  was  sleepy,  I  engaged  with  my  child,  and, 
in  consequence  the  cover  remained  unbroken. 
I  opened  it  now ;  reading  would  while  away  an 
hour,  and  lead  me  from  thoughts  that  were  most 
harassing.  I  skimmed  over  many  trifling  oc- 
currences lightly,  when  suddenly,  my  whole 
attention  was  rivetted  by  a  paragraph  headed 
**  Dreadfrd  Murder."  At  the  first  glance  my 
blood  curdled,  and  I   seemed  under  a  horrid 
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ftficiiuttioii,  uodl  t  read  over  the  whole  drtail. 
The  narrotive  ran  briefly  tfans : 

"  Two  sailors  vere  journeying  from  a  nntheni 
■eaport — one,  an  aged  man,  just  landed  fiom 
a  long  voyage,  had  been  paid  his  airean  of 
wages,  and,  with  a  full  purse  and  large  bundle, 
was  proceeding  to  an  inland  village  to  vint 
hii  relaUona  there.  Tt  would  qipear  that  he  was 
nut  acquainted  with  the  road,  for  he  mentioiied 
in  several  places  where  they  had  stopped  for 
rdreehment,  that  the  stranger  who  accompanied 
him  had  been  hired  as  a  guide.      This 
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Itmd  and  OTcrtfeken,  md  only  by  a  minrie 
escaped  from  his  foUowers,  dropping  the  sailor's 
bundle,  and  throwing  away  the  jacket  he  had 
-taken  from  his  victim.  In  the  pocket  the  dead 
man's  purse  was  found. 

**  It  was  further  ascertained  that  the  murderer 
was  a  gipsy  named  Michael  Cooper,  who  had 
been  driven  long  since  from  the  gang  for  stabbing 
a  companion  in  a  brawl.  Latterly  he  had  led  a 
solitary  life,  and,  as  it  was  believed,  one  of  con- 
tinued crime.  One  hundred  pounds  were  now 
offered  for  his  apprehension,  and  as  he  was  known 
to  be  skulking  on  the  borders  of  Cumberland, 
there  was  little  doubt  but  he  would  be  speedily 
brought  to  justice." 

Such  was  the  intelligence  the  newspaper  com- 
municated. And  had  that  murderous  villain,  not 
six  hours  since,  been  within  a  knife'^s  distance  of 
me  and  my  sweet  boy  ?  I  shuddered  with  horror 
— a  new  impulse  came  over  me — that  tale  of 
blood  had  given  my  fears  another  bent.  I  would 
not  be  absent  from  Harley  and  my  child — no, 
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not  for  a  single  moment.     I  put  the  taper  out, 
and  hurried  to  the  Blee|Hiig-chainber. 

There  lay  the  father  end  the  child,  wrapped 
in  as  careless  dreaming  as  if  crime  and  BufiRering 
were  banished  from  the  world.  The  calm  deep 
breathing  of  infancy,  contrasted  with  the  stormier 
sleep  of  manhood — for  Hariey  in  fancy  was  on 
the  hills,  and  in  low  mutterings  cheered  his  grey- 
hounds on  the  deer.  His  arm  was  flung  nalred 
above  the  bed  coverings,  and,  with  a  woman's 
pnde,  I  gazed  upon  its  light  and  sinewy  propor- 


THE  GIPSY'S  STORY.  179 

bed  when  fiightfiil  dzeams  disturbed  me*  Of 
course,  waking  or  sleeping^  Michael  was  the 
demon  that  pursued  me..  I  woke  in  horriUe 
affioght.  Harley  was  slumbering  carelessly  at  my 
side,  and  I  thought  my  alarm  must  have  been  a 
fimtasy.  I  strove  to  sleep  again — ^was  it  night- 
mare ? — ^my  breathing  was  impeded,  and  a  ncken- 
ing  weight  pressed  upon  my  lungs  and  stopped 
their  exercise.  I  tried  to  recal  myself  to  perfect 
recollection.  It  was  the  deep  hour  of  night,  the 
lamp  was  waning  on  the  hearth,  and  yet  the 
chamber  was  bright  as  if  a  flood  of  moonlight 
filled  it.  A  strange  and  crackling  noise  fell  on 
my  ear.  What  could  this  be  ?  I  sprang  from 
the  bed,  flung  aside  the  curtains,  and,  heavens 
and  earth  !  aU  was  in  a  blaze !  and  dwelling  and 
farm-yard,  although  totally  unconnected,  were 
breaking  into  one  red  flame,  and  simultaneously 
in  a  dozen  places.  My  first  acts  were  to  wake  my 
lover,  and  catch  up  my  sleeping  child ;  a  dense 
and  smothering  vapour  vollied  into  the  room,  and 
when  the  door  was  opened,  the  outward  chamber 
was  nearly  filled  with  smoke.     It  was  strange 
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tbat  Horley  was  §o  difficult  to  swske,  and  fa  • 
time  *ftet  he  bardly  comprehmded  the  dangcx. 
Has  recollection  retunied  slowly ;  but  when  it  did, 
«11  his  ener^es  bnnt  out.  He  woke  like  «  penoe 
fiom  a  tnmce,  duhed  adde  the  fiwteningB  of 
door  and  window,  and  placing  me  and  my  child 
beneath  the  temporary  ehelter  of  a  garden  abed, 
carried  out  sufficient  clothing  and  bed-coverings 
to  secure  us  from  the  cold. 

it  was  a  sorry  Bight — the  flames  laged  with 
ungovernable  violence,  and  what  a  few  hours 
before  was  a  sweet  and  comfortable  abode,  would 
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was  ready.  From  the  niiiis  we  saved  some 
vabaUes  and  dothmg.  The  cattle^  by  Barley's 
desperate  efforts  were  secured;  and  with  two 
hundred  pounds  m  the  banker's  and  the  relics  of 

the  fire,  we  commenced  the  world  anew. 

•  «  «  «  •  « 

We  remoTcd  to  a  small  Tillage  on  the  coast, 
and  it  was  surprising  with  what  resolution  Harley 
bore  his  misfortunes,  and  submitted  to  the  altered 
mode  of  living  our  reduced  means  imposed.  For 
six  months  we  exercised  the  strictest  economy ;  and 
it  was  required ;  for  the  trifling  property  saved 
from  the  fire  was  nearly  exhausted.  It  was  time 
that  some  future  mode  of  obtaining  a  livelihood 
was  procured,  but  what  course  was  one  like  Harley 
to  adopt  ? — one  who  from  boyhood  had  enjoyed  a 
competency,  and  been  accustomed  to  the  ease  and 
idleness  that  mark  a  soldier's  life  at  home.  Were 
he  alone,  and  obliged  to  seek  a  new  opening  into 
life,  the  task  would  be  comparatively  easy ;  but 
unfortimately,  his  fortunes  were  linked  to  mine, 
and  he  was   burdened    with  an  infant  and  its 
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mother.  Many  plaai  wne  devised  onlj  to  be 
ngected ;  nothing  wu  yet  determined,  vhen  for- 
tune did  her  wont  and  left  ub  in  a  moment 
destitute,  The  banlcer  in  vhoee  hamda  the  rem- 
nant of  our  means  vas  lodged  fiuled,  and  we 
wen  completely  b^gared. 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  the  miseiy  thia 
un«tpected  calanu^  occasioned ;  and  it  was  nn- 
dered  still  more  poignant,  by  the  exertuma  we 
both  made  to  conceal  from  the  other  the  anguish 
that  each  saffered  in  secret.    A  few  weeks  dngged 
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To  witnesB  the  concealed  agony  of  a  bravenuui 
is  heart-rending,  and  I  dared  not  fix  my  eyes  on 
his.  The  morning  meal— the  last  we  had  the 
means  to  procure— ^was  over,  and  Harley  rose  to 
take  his  customary  ramble  after  breakfast. 

**  Ellen,'*  he  said,  as  he  kissed  me  with  unusual 
tenderness,  '<  Cheer  up,  all  may  yet  be  well. 
There  is  a  person  in  the  next  town  from  whom  I 
can  procure  some  money,  and  before  evening  I  shall 
be  back.  Promise  that  in  my  absence  you  will 
not  grieve ;  for  to  know  that  you  are  wretched, 
can  only  make  me  more  so." 

I  tried  to  smile,  and  endeavoured  to  assume 
the  look  of  happiness,  although,  God  knows,  my 
heart  was  wellnigh  breaking.  I  was  anxious  to 
question  him ;  but,  probably  to  evade  what  must 
have  been  painftil  explanations,  he  hastened  his 
departure,  and  took  the  road  leading  to  the 
nearest  garrison. 

This  circumstance  partially  relieved  my  appre- 
hensions. There  might  be  some  old  companion 
in  the  regiment  quartered  in  the  neighbourhood, 
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mad  fifom  tarn  Hailey  would  naturalfy  uk  a  lf«i. 
If  he  succeeded,  ve  might  yet  e§cape  tbedtcMlfvl 
penuiy  Uwt  wm  impending ;  and  as  hope  u 
buoyant  to  the  but,  I  waited  confidently  fyt  the 
promised  hour  of  his  return. 

Evening  came,  and  bo  did  my  protector.  I 
flew  to  him — he  caught  me  to  hia  heart  aad 
covoed  my  cheelu  with  kissea.  Pointing  to  a 
■mall  baaket  which  he  had  carried  from  the  town, 
he  desired  me  to  open  it  I  did  so.  It  contained 
some  excellent  provisiona,  and  what  fiar  aany  a 
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He  flBiled,  poor  soul !  I  never  nw  any  tlfiog 
•o^iaidy. 

^  YcBy  EDen ;  he  never  demurred  one  moment. 
And  yoa  diall  be  the  banker ;  ay,  and  a  more 
fiuthftd  one  than  the  hut  I  trusted."* 

His  vncarthly  Unghter  startled  me^  while  he 
diiev  some  tventy  pounds  into  my  Up. 

'*  What  a  supply  !  Geoige.  Take  courage ; 
ere  this  be  gone,  you  and  I  will  have  the  means 
of  earning  a  living  honestly/' 

«' Indeed,  EUenT 

*^  Yes — why  should  young  and  devoted  hearts 
despair  ?  The  old  and  cowardly  may  despond ; 
not  you  and  I,  George  !  '* 

^^  Well  said.  See  how  soundly  our  baby 
sleeps.     Was  not  my  supply  a  welcome  one  ?^ 

"  Oh,  yes.     But— but— " 

"  Go  on,  Ellen." 

"  Forgive  me,  Harley.     How  came  it  ?  *" 

*'  Honestly ;  ay,  honestly,  by  heaven  r 

**  You  borrowed  it  ?  '^ 

'^  No ;  it  is  all  mine.*' 
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"VoamkeBCTCrywieidMd.    VkoHeoBe 

tliii  money '" 

He  tout  wad  mode  aaom  ^k  A^^ia,  jnmti 
bu  hand  •cm«  bk  foRhewl,  md  wkb  ■  gcstoie 
of  doptir,  p«"«*H  to  hii  hat.  I  f^f  taiwmA 
aad  Miaed  it ;  aad  ft  gay  cockade,  with  flamitiiig 
ribboBt,  fell  npoD  the  floor.  The  Hctet  wm 
told.     Haricj  had  procuied  food  aad  mauej  by 


I  wear;  y  oa ;  detaib  of  pwfstj  ad  dirtrew 
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They  tore  me  from  the  body.  New  l 
humble  soldier  more  beloved  Mid  ragretti 
my  jnxitector.  Some  of  hia  compwoiiHit-a 
me  to  Uy  him  in  a  comer  of  the  viiuyaiAi^ 
and,  to  gradfy  me,  they  turned  a  few  tmtt^i^fu 
tbdr  bayoneu,  and  gave  him,  at  least,  th*  wfif^ 
blance  of  a  grave.  -.(j; 

I  knew  not  how  I  got  on  afterwardt.j^jw 
some  days.  Harley  had  hitherto  supparta^-.S^t 
fainting  courage,  and,  while  he  lived,  I  4ii 
not  yield  to  despair.      He  woe  gone,  and  1 
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kMdrlme bring  nadky  ht  Sir  Jobn  Momre  had 
dhlOHiBBd  to  vetrett  no  farther. 

WnlwItliiHiiiliuft  the  British  were  suflbring 
ooM,  and  wet,  and  hunger,  they  fell  into 
widi  alacrity.  The  Minho  protected 
i^ty  and  a  raTine  separated  them  firom 
the  Frcocht  who  abready  in  force  occupied  the 
lie^fatSy  and  were  evidently  preparing  for  an 
iiwiediate  and  determined  effort.  It  was  made 
asd  defeated.  Though  the  enemy  attacked 
fnrioodly,  the  bayonets  of  the  light  companies 
bote  back  thdr  daring  assailants,  and  they 
weve  repeUed  from  the  position  with  slaughter. 
Darkness  came  on — ^a  wild  and  stormy  night,  a 
bare  hiU,  no  fire,  no  food,  such  was  the 
bifouac  of  Lugo — such  the  wretched  and  cheer- 
less ntoation  of  the  harassed  but  unconquer- 
able islanders ! 

As  the  morning  of  the  8th  dawned,  the 
BriCudi  formed  line,  and  prepared  coolly  for  the 
eipected  encounter ;  but  it  passed  over,  and  the 
tiiUBjf  BMde  no  hostile  movement    The  troops 
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weie  ocdered  to  Ihtoiiic  u  they  beat  oonld,  and, 
in  t  short  time,  «  number  of  rode  hnto  were 
erected  to  de&nd  dieni  from  the  inAmmey  of 
tbe  coming  night. 

But  it  «M  not  intended  to  rcntiin  loagiK 
before  Li^o.  When  dwknew  bid  then  letnat, 
tbe  Biitidi  fikd  off  ulendj  by  the  rear. 
Througb  a  fii^itftil  atonn  cf  hul  and  wind, 
tbeir  naidi  wai  bavely  eiecnted — and  Iwnig 
Lugo  and  Valmela  behind  diem,  tbay  baited  at 
B  on  the  10th. 


'^J 
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mpite  fiom  saffienng,  sad  hope  dawned  m  many 
A  boson  oooe  move.  The  haidsUps  of  the 
letmt  were  ahnoet  ended — the  sea  was  near — 
the  fleet  weie  honriy  eipeeted.  The  weather 
suddenly  deaied  up  and,  as  if  to  omoi  better 
diB^8»  the  son  i^am  shone  brilliantly.  It 
was  straiq^  to  observe  the  magical  efiect  whidi 
aD  diis  produced ;  battalions,  yesterday  scattered 
and  disheartened,  rallied  round  their  colours; 
the  army,  during  the  last  days  of  the  retreat, 
at  times  frightfully  insubordinate  and  disorgan- 
ised  mto  a  mighty  wreck,  once  more  resumed 
its  discipline;  and  the  appearance  of  the 
brigades,  as  they  defiled  in  column  along  the 
Corunna  road,  was  worthy  of  that  gallant  army, 
whidi  fiill  of  life  and  hope  and  bravery,  had 
three  months  since  debarked,  little  suspecting 
how  brief  and  disastrous  the  campaign  would 
be. 

The  following  nights  were  passed  in  compa- 
rative tranquillity.  I  slept  in  the  village  of 
PflMWo ;  and  though  my  accommodations  were 

k2 
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"  Yon  make  me  very  wretched.    Whence  cwne 

this  money  ? " 

He  rose  ind  strode  across  the  chamber,  pressed 
his  hand  across  his  Ibrehead,  and  with  a  gesture 
of  despair,  pointed  to  his  bat  1  sprang  fiinrard 
and  seiied  it ;  and  a  gay  cockade,  with  flaunting 
ribbons,  f^  upon  the  floor.  The  secret  was 
told.  Harley  had  procured  food  and  looaey  by 
enlisting. 

I  weary  you ;  details  of  poverty  and  distress 
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tumn,  when  our  legiment  was  attached  to  the 
expedition  of  Sir  John  Moore,  the  quondam 
oqptain  of  light  infimtry  wore  a  sergeant's  stripes. 
His  military  proficiency  would  have  occasioned 
some  suspdon*  had  he  not  stated  that  he  had 
served  in  the  Irish  militia  --a  body  from  which 
the  smartest  soldiers  were  then  supplied  to  regi- 
ments of  the  line. 

In  the  middle  of  October  we  disembarked  at 
Corunna^  and  after  many  delays  and  tedious 
marches  entered  Salamanca.  To  the  disasters  of 
that  wretched  campaign,  you,  Major  O'Connor, 
are  no  stranger.  It  was  indeed  a  tissue  of  mis- 
takes—operating with  feeble  allies — acting  on 
false  information — advancing  to-day,  retiring  to- 
morrow— ^with  every  thing  to  harass,  and  nothing 
to  excite  the  soldier — until,  at  last,  the  ill-fated 
and  ill-planned  expedition  terminated  in  a  ruinous 
retreat. 

Harley  was  attached  to  the  light  infantry, 
and,  of  course,  was  generally  with  the  rear 
guard.     Yet  I  never  was  from  him  for  a  night, 
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ftnd  DotwithsUnding  the  dreadiiil  veather,  irith 
want  of  food  and  shelter,  my  child  bore  all 
bnTely.  By  acctdente  unneceuaty  to  detain 
you  with,  I  amassed  a  considerable  sum  of 
money ;  and,  as  we  were  retiring  towards  the 
sea,  I  began  to  hope  that  on  our  return  tu 
England,  an  humble  competency  might  again 
be  oura.  Alas !  those  whom  1  loved  were  never 
permitted  to  revisit  their  fatherland. 

After  the  brilliant  cavalry  afiiur  at  Sabagun, 
k  movement  was  intended  against  Soult  on  the 
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followers.  The  waters  were  increasing,  t)ie 
fain  fell  in  torrents^  the  east  wind  blew  with 
cutting  violence,  mules  kicked,  men  cursed, 
and  women  screamed;  all,  in  short,  was  noise 
and  disorder.  Fortunately  a  contiguous  foxd 
was  declared  practicable.  The  infantry  and 
their  equipages  passed  safely;  and  before  the 
flood  rose  so  high  as  to  bar  their  passage,  the 
whole  column  were  safe  upon  the  right  bank. 

The  French  pursuit  was  marked  by  the  fiery 
character  of  their  emperor.  He  crossed  the 
Carpentanos  regardless  of  obstacles  that  would 
have  discouraged  the  boldest,  and  in  a  hurri- 
cane of  sleet  and  hail  passed  his  army  over  the 
Guadarama,  by  a  rout  declared  impracticable 
even  to  a  mountain  peasant.  This  bold  opera- 
tion, worthy  of  the  conqueror  of  Italy,  was 
followed  up  by  an  immediate  advance.  The 
English  hussars  were  sharply  attacked  upon  the 
Esla  by  the  cavalry  of  Lefebvre,  but  they 
gallantly  repulsed  them ;  and  the  British,  with 
little  molestation,  retreated    through    Astorga, 
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taking  the  Camino  Real;  while  the  enemy 
moving  by  the  road  of  Pootefemda,  siriTed  en 
the  1st  at  Bembibre.  Why  repeat  to  one  who 
witnessed  tbem,  scenes  in  which  he  sharM? 
Wh;  ? — but  to  prove  bow  deeply  and  tndelSily 
every  occurrence  of  that  disastnras  campa^  is 
imprinted  on  my  heart. 

Regardless  of  the  dreadfid  ind^nency  of  the 
weather,  I  bad  kept  u  closely  to  my  proteetor 
as  the  presence  of  the  French  advance  would 
permit.    The  year  opened  on  us  bivouacked  eB 


.1. 


THE  gipsy's  story.  191 

guard  followed,  and  the  dreary  march  was 
resoined.  The  French^  as  usual,  were  dose  to 
us;  but  as  yet,  they  had  only  worried  the 
patrols  with  constant  alarms,  and  been  contented 
with  picking  off  any  sick  men  or  stragglers  who 
fell  behind.  The  column  had  just  passed 
Calcabelos,  where  the  two  great  roads  unite, 
when,  encouraged  by  some  appearance  of  con- 
fusion among  the  piquets,  General  Colbert  sud- 
denly charged  with  his  dragoons,  and  a  sharp 
affair  ensued.  The  light  troops  returned  to 
sustain  the  piquets,  and  having  occupied  the 
vineyards  that  commanded  the  roads,  opened 
a  shattering  fire.  The  struggle  was  short  but 
sanguinary,  and  ended  in  the  repulse  of  the 
assailants.  Harley,  always  foremost  in  a  skir- 
mish, involved  himself  in  the  hottest  combat 
which  took  place  round  the  French  commander. 
General  Colbert  was  killed  in  the  melee,  and 
my  protector,  shot  through  the  heart,  died  in 
the  very  act  of  seizing  on  his  prisoner ! 


1§2  THS  GffSY'a  ffroav^- 

^They  tore  me  from  the  body.  -  Nvw  v«!iMtl 
humble  soldier  more  beloved  and  TjTttit^i  tfcMt 
my  protector.  Some  of  his  comjaiuoM;M|i4Bd 
me  to  lay  him  in  a  comer  of  the  vaqranMo 
and,  to  gnsjfy  me,  they  turned  a  fern  luifrsri^h) 
their  bayoneu,  and  gave  him,  at  least,  tbt  ifliH; 
Uance  of  a  grave.  -r  ^f,. 

I  knew  not  how  I  got  on  aftervanU.i^j)H 
some  days.  Hurley  had  hitherto  Bupp(artad-,iH|t 
fvntiDg  courage,  and,  while  he  livad,  I  4)^ 
not  yield  to  desp^.      He  was  gonej  and  htTf. 
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taide  ««e  bong  owde,  tm  Sir  John  Moore  had 
dMnnnd  to  reCvuit  no  further. 

WttwUhtHmliiig  the  British  were  soflbring 
ooid,  and  wet,  and  hunger^  they  fell  into 
with  alacrity.  The  Minho  protected 
rig^ty  and  a  ravine  separated  them  tnm 
die  Frendi,  who  already  in  force  occupied  the 
h^;fat8y  and  were  evidently  preparing  for  an 
immediate  and  determined  effort  It  was  made 
and  defeated.  Though  the  enemy  attacked 
fmkmaly,  the  bayonets  of  the  light  companies 
bore  back  their  daring  assailants^  and  they 
were  repdled  from  the  position  with  slaughter. 
Darkness  came  on — a  wild  and  stormy  night,  a 
bare  hiU,  no  fire,  no  food,  such  was  the 
birmiac  of  Lugo — such  the  wretched  and  cheer- 
iest situation  of  the  harassed  but  unconquer- 
able iahuiders ! 

As  the  morning  of  the  8th  dawned,  the 
Bdtiflh  formed  line,  and  prepared  coolly  for  the 
eipected  encounter ;  but  it  passed  over,  and  the 
tmtmj  made  no  hostile  movement    The  troops 

VOL.   T.  K 
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•mate  aideted  to  bivouac  sa  they  bert  could,  and, 
in  a  short  time,  a  number  of  rude  huti  wete 
erected  to  defend  them  &om  the  indemmcy  of 
the  coming  night. 

But  it  vaa  not  intended  to  remain  longer 
before  Li^.  When  darhiew  hid  tbeb  leticU, 
the  British  filed  off  silently  by  the  rear- 
Thnnigh  ■  fii^tfijl  storm  of  hail  and  wind, 
their  mardi  wu  btsvely  executed — and  leaiuig 
Lugo  and  Vidmela  behind  them,  tbey  baited  si 
Betanioa  on  the  10th. 
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iMple  from  suffering,  and  hope  dawned  m  many 
a  bosom  onoe  more.  The  haidaUiis  of  the 
letreat  were  ahnost  ended — the  aes  was  near--* 
the  fleet  were  hourly  expected.  The  weather 
suddenly  deaied  up  and,  as  if  to  om^i  better 
tfamgs,  tibe  sun  agam  shone  brilliantly.  It 
Wis  stia^  to  observe  the  magical  eflfect  irhicb 
all  this  produced ;  battalions,  yesterday  scattered 
and  disheartened,  rallied  round  their  colours; 
the  army,  during  the  last  days  of  the  retreat, 
at  times  frightfully  insubordinate  and  disorgasi* 
ived  into  a  mighty  wreck,  once  more  resumed 
its  discipline;  and  the  appearance  of  the 
brigades,  as  they  defiled  in  column  along  the 
Corunna  road,  was  worthy  of  that  gallant  army, 
which  full  of  life  and  hope  and  bravery,  had 
three  months  since  debarked,  little  suspecting 
how  brief  and  disastrous  the  campaign  would 
be. 

The  following  nights  were  passed  in  compa- 
rative tranquillity.  I  slept  in  the  village  of 
PaDavio ;  and  though  my  accommodations  were 

k2 
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BOst  wretched,  tbe  amended  bUW  of  tiie  iKMher 
and  a  feeHng  \iuA  I  was  secure,  made  ne  KM 
smindly  as  one  left  alone  in  the  world  toiAA 
hope  to  do.  My  boy,  whose  &ding  cheek!  'gave 
■Qent  bnt  certain  indications  that  his  ft(Me 
strength  was  unequal  to  the  pivationa' '^4 
fiU^e  he  had  encountered,  appeared  to  raHy 
aaexpectedly ;  and  it  was  now  scarcely  donbtftd 
bat  he  would  flurrire  and  revisit  big  faAer- 
labd.  That  morning  I  had  obtuned  fooi  'Of 
a  better  description  than  we  had  fbr  nme  tiuet 
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.  I  <ist  out  wilh  aona.  other  ttnigglen  &r 
ComwMU  • .  Ab  URialy  I  fixed  my  infiat  in  • 
Ipuiier/iNQt  the  mule,  and  the  valuableB  I  h«d 
fSFed.  with  sodi  difficulty  were  depoaited  in  the 
olher  biflket.  A  sum  of  money^  in  English  goId« 
1  bed  caoncealed  effectually  on  my  person.  It 
fw  a  loTely.  morning  fox  the  season  of  t)ie 
year ;  the  sky  of  summer-blue  was  doudless ;  my 
heart  felt  as  if  it  had  lost  a  portion  of  its 
weight,  and  as  I  urged  the  mule  on,  I  occupied 
my  thoughts  in  devising  plans  for  the  future 
settlement  of  my  boy  and  myself  when  we 
should  have  landed  safely  in  England.  I  looked 
into  the  pannier — the  child  was  sleeping,  and  in 
sleep  how  like  his  gallant  father!  The  sun 
beamed  on  his  eyes — I  stooped  to  arrange  the 
coverings  of  the  basket.  Suddenly  the  ground 
fAcked— a  dense  mass  of  black  ashes  rose  to 
the  sky  &om  the  heights  behind,  and  with  a 
tremendous  crash,  as  if  occasioned  by  the  ruin 
of  a  world,  the  air  was  darkened — the  earth 
shook  —  more  I  know  not     I  was  struck  down 
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upon  mj  &ee,  Mad  lay  when  I  €^  m  » Mste  oi 
tolil  uuentibilhyt  bow  long  1  cumot  gamt.    ■  < 

.1  woke  M  from  s  dreun— •!(  wu  dieadj'Wi. 
S^t^-^two  daid  aoldieis  were  etwtched  at  my 
ride,  toA  I  oould  not  for  a  ctuuidmble  tint 
rnuembcr  where  I  wat.  With  leMored  netnory, 
my  first  one  wu  to  find  my  chikL  Wliere  wit 
fae?~tbe  mnle— the  boy?  Oh  Qod  <  'gea»^ 
gone!  lort— viecoveisbly  lost .'  '■■ 

I  wandered  in  b  state  of  mtdsen,  but  diance 
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eaiiBot  even  coiijeetiire.  I  remember  fimnting  on 
the  beMh,  and  when  I  recovered,  found  myadf 
with  many  a  widowed  female  leaa  wretched, 
crowded  in  a  transport;  and  the  haibour  of 
Cewimui  filing  from  my  dght  in  the  hase  of 
a  winter  evening.  I  learned  afterwards  that 
my  escape  was-  purely  accidental.  A  drunken 
comrade  of  poor  Harley  recognised  me  where  I 
Uy,  and  flung  me  into  a  boat ;  and  without  any 
exertion  of  my  own,  I  was  saved,  while  hundreds 
were  abandoned.'^ 

Just  then,  O^Connor's  pretty  guide  entered 
the  copse,  and  the  Gipsy  rose  and  met  her.  A 
few  whispered  sentences  conveyed  the  intelli- 
gence she  brought ;  the  ^1  immediately  retired, 
and  Ellen  rejoined  the  soldier. 

"  We  are  likely  to  be  interrupted,*^  she  said, 
*^  and  I  fear  my  wretched  memoir  must  remain, 
for  the  present,  unfinished.  Has  it  interest 
enough  to  tempt  you  to  the  churchyard  at  mid- 
night ?  You  march  to-morrow,  and  I  should  wish 
to  bid  you  farewell." 
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O'ConnOT  vfts  deeply  attentive  while  the 
Gipsy  told  her  harrowing  adventures.  He  made 
»  feeble  effort  at  hilarity,  and  with  a  forced  smile 
accepted  her  invitation  to  another  interview. 

"  Farewell,  Ellen.  At  midnight  we  meet 
agan." 

She  pointed  out  the  road  to  the  village,  j<nned 
the  young  gipsy  who  waited  for  her  at  a  short 
distance,  and  gliding  uito  the  thidtet  left  the 
solder  once  more  alone. 
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Pbince  HBNKr.  We  must  all  to  the  wars. 

UtPart,  Hemiv  IV. 
Falgtaff.    Now  comes  in  the  sweetest  morsel  of  ilie 
ni^t.  Ibid. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  HESS.TABLE. 


When  O'Connor  returned  to  the  Greyhound 
he  found  hb  companions  sitting  at  their  wine. 
Phillips  was  not  there ;  his  absence  was  a  relief : 
and  though  little  inclined  to  share  the  revelry  of 
the  mess-table,  still  to  prevent  his  unusual  ab- 
sence from  dinner  being  remarked,  and  nhile  the 
tedious  hours  away  that  must  intervene  before 
his  appointed  interview  in  the  churchyard,  he 
entered  the  room,  and  took  his  customary  place. 
The  senior  captun,  a  countryman  of  his  own, 
presided ;  and  jud^g  &om  the  joviality  of  the 
merry  group  that  surrounded  him,  O'Brien  had 
circulated  the  bottle  gallantly. 
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tTnfike  Phillipfl,  the  vorthy  prendent  wten 
wild  excitement  at  the  certainty  of  a  more  to  Ibe 
Feninnila ;  uid  the  aparklin^  eja  and  ijteeifld 
countenuiceB  of  sll  aronnd,  told  that  thete  ▼•• 
no  heart  there  that  did  not  beat  with  a  Kddiei's 
ardour,  hailing  the  arrival  of  die  moment  when 
they  should  meet  a  brave  and  chivalrona  fba 
O'Connor,  with  a  leader's  pride,  remariced  this 
martial  enthusiasm.  With  one  or  two  exceptions, 
all  the§e  had  just  entered  on  thdr  military  careers, 
with  the  bnt^aocy   of  hope  which  waima   the 
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lored  the  Huja  witli  honest  afFection;  he  loohed 
xthii  wflU-oarned  fiune  with  national  jnide ;  an^ 
while  be  deapiaed  Fhillqw  in  his  aoul,  O^Connn', 
acconfisg  to  his  estiinatian,  waa  the  beau  id6at 
of  what  a  soldier  ihould  be.  The  appearance 
of  the  gallant  captua  was  every  inch  Milenan. 
He  was  »  tall,  miucuisr,  jovial-looking  fellow ; 
not,  aa  he  ezpieased  it  himself,  who  "  took  all  as 
the  Lord  sent  it,  and  did  not  caie  a  brass  button 
for  what  the  morrow  brought."  Shrewd,  witty, 
and  larcsstic,  he  seised  on  the  ridiculous  at  once. 
Ardent  in  his  likings  and  antipathies,  he  was 
indifierent  in  expressing  his  opinions  of  men  and 
things  so  &r  aa  regarded  consequences.  Vain  dC 
bis  country  to  absurdity,  he  adopted  a  phraseo- 
logy and  mannerism  so  peculiar,  as  to  endrehr 
pcohibit  any  possibility  of  mistake,  touching  his 
being  a  native  of  the  emerald  island. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,"  was  his  address  to  the 
Major  on  bis  entrance.  "  I  feared  that  you  were 
gmng  to  leave  us  to  find  our  own  way  to  the 
Douro.     We  have  lost  Pbiilipe,  I  hear.     We 
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h«Te  lost  «  nice  inui  certainly,  and  the  dlsgooai 
b»e  got  one.  Well,  the  Lord'a  will  be  d<«ie; 
and  if  be  wu  twice  m  ralusble,  thqr  are  welcome 
to  bim ;  for  he  was  only  tbrawn  awajr  on  no.  FiSl 
your  glaaa,  Tom,  and  let's  bear  of  our  acqoaint- 
ances  who  elae  has  hof^ted  die  twig," 

The  jaang  ensign  it  appeared,  had  been  read- 
ing the  monthly  obituary  from  the  last  aimy 
list  that  had  been  just  received,  when  O'Comun's 
entrance  interrupted  him,  and  be  resumed  his 
task. 
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oomuellar  when  I  left  college  for  iny  present 
cbristMui-like  profession.  You're  gone;  and  a 
better  cribbage-player  never  pegged  a  game,  nor 
fiurer  drinker  stretched  calf-skin  bebw  maho- 
gany.'' 

^<  Was  be  clever  in  his  profession?  "  inquired 
the  asnstant-surgeon,  in  broad  Scotch. 

''  Clever  ?  Oh,  it's  he  that  was.  I  never  knew 
one  of  your  calling  that  could  hold  a  candle  to 
Peter  Fogarty." 

^^  He  made  wonderAiI  cures,  I  suppose  ?  "  said 
Sandy  Anderson. 

"  Cures !  '^    exclaimed  Captain  O'Brien ;    "  I 

have  known  him  remove  a  complicated  disease 
of  head^  heart,  and  stomach,  without  drug  or 
draught,  but  a  teaspoonful  of  tooth-powder." 

"  Indeed ! '"  said  the  major  smiling,  *'  Why 
Sandy  himself  could  not  pretend  to  match  Mr. 
Fogarty." 

•'  Hoot,  man  ;  that's  not  to  be  believed ! " 
"  It  is  true,  however,  Sandy ,^  replied  the 
captain.      "  George,  order  a  grilled  bone,  and. 
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during  the  broiling,  I'll  tell  you  tbe  story. 
Heigh-ho !  how  fut  tune  flies.  Then  wu  I  like 
a  young  bear,  with  my  troubles  all  before  me. 
Come,  boys ;  fill  to  tbe  memory  of  poor  Peter ; 
and  though  I  must  necessarily  record  some  por- 
tion of  my  own  history  and  virtues,  if  modesty 
does  not  dioke  me,  I'll  give  you  the  debuL" 

The  president  was  obeyed,  a  full  and  solemn 
bumper  was  dnmk  to  the  honour  of  die  departed 
doctor,  and  Captain  O'Brien  thus  proceeded: . 


1 ,.  ?  I 
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If  I  had  a  thousand  sons,  the  first  human  principle  I 
would  teach  them,  should  be — to  forswear  thin  potap 
dons,  and  addict  themselves  to  sack. 

2d  Part,  HiNaT  lY. 

DocTOE.    The  heart  is  sorely  charged. 

Gbnt.        I  would  not  have  such  a  heart  in  my  bosom^ 

for  the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 
Doctor.    Well — well — ^well. 
Gbnt.        Pray  God  it  be,  sir. 
Doctor.    This  disease  is  beyond  my  practice. 

Macbeth. 
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Ah  !  Grod  be  with  you  old  Trinity.  Green  is 
your  memory,  and  fondly  do  I  recal  the  merry 
days  and  jovial  nights  I  passed  within  your 
honoured  precincts.  You  were  then  a  seat  of 
learning  fit  for  a  prince,  and  take  you  all  in 
all,  a  pattern  for  colleges  at  large.  In  many  a  stiff 
hurling-match  and  heavy  drink  have  I  shared 
with  as  true  Corinthians,  as  ever  slept  upon 
the  guard-bed  of  a  watchhouse,  or  tossed  a 
bailiff  in  a  blanket.  Companions  of  my  youth — 
where  are  they  now?  Stretched  beneath  the 
sward  of  some  half-forgotten   field,  or  gone  to 
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tbna  acoonnt  by  the  certain,  though  Mt  bA- 
dm  maladies,  to  which  the  flesh  ia  h«ir.  -  ><: 
My  father  was  a  true  Milesiaii.  He  fatlA 
a  lapg  pedigree  and  s  light  purse,  ftr  hoiMii 
utd  horses  were  "  the  spoil"  of  bim.  He  lived 
aa  A  gentleman  ahould  live ;  and  died  ttta  a 
gxapd-jury  dimm,  drinldng  Bacm  Botlfeiaa 
to  «  stand-still,  although  the  wmthy  jnalieH 
could  carry  off  his  fourth  battle,  and  senteBoo 
a  malefactor  next  morning,  as  steadily  at  a 
christiaii  judge  should  do. 
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i^y  falber  fimcied  I  had  talentt,  and  it  was  Ids 
pleasure  to  destiiie  me  foi  the  bar.  The  bar, 
Mkhad  Prendergast  opined  I  would  in  good 
line  reach,  and  that,  too,  by  a  less  expensive 
toad  than  the  one  proposed  by  my  sire — con^ 
duding  his  observations  with,  ^  Never  mind ; 
push  him,  the  devil,  into  college  any  how; 
Big^r  boobies  have  cut  a  figure  there  before 
now." 

Well!    the  point  was  carried;   Tom  and   I 
entered  the  university,  and  we  were  consigned  to 
the  care  of  Doctor  Blundell,   as  dry  a  professor 
as  ever  produced  a  thesis.     Our  Gamaliel  was 
a  short,  stout,  bullet-headed  dwarf,  his  &ce  so 
faty   and  cheeks  so  flaccid,    that    en   profile^ 
no  nose  was  visible,  and  it  was  necessary  for  him 
to  give,  at  least,  **  a  quarter  firont,'*  before  the 
organ  of  smell  could  be  discovered.     His  figure- 
was  in  g^ood  keeping;    the  body  resembled  a^ 
porter-butt  on  a  reduced  scale,  and  was  mounted 
on  two  thick,  props,   whose  extreme  curvature 
obtained   &r  .the    professor   the   sobriquet    of 
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"  parenthesu."  Such  was  the  leuned  lliebui, 
to  whom  the  hopes  of  the  O'Briem  weie 
intrusted. 

Tmn,  fiom  the  veiy  start,  promised  to  be  a 
genius  of  die  first  order;  whQe  my  career,  I 
lament  to  say,  was  rather  bostling  than  brilliant. 
Indeed,  Doctor  Blimdell  declared  we  were,  in, 
every  respect,  opposite  as  the  Antipodes.  I 
never  could  comprehend  the  beauty  of  a 
"simtes'* — mathematics  were  altogether  b^ond 
my    reach  —  astronomy,    in  my  opimon,   uily 
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"hoDoun  thick  upon  him."  Yet  there  were 
people  in  the  world  who  considered  him  little 
better  than  a  fool, — forgetting,  that  to  be  a 
philosopher  a  man  must  be  dirty  and  eccenUib 
Certainly  Tom  bad  been  frequently  encountered 
in  the  streeta  with  »  consequoitia]  garment 
miaaing ;  and  he  puzzled  s  country  postmaster^ 
by  requiring  letters  afler  forgetting  bis  own 
name.  As  to  his  meals,  they  were  at  times 
totally  forgotten ;  and  in  his  annual  migrations 
to  and  fit>m  the  univenity,  he  was  usually 
consigned  to  the  custody  of  a  feUow-traveller, 
or  banded  with  a  half-crown  to  the  guard, 
and  a  request  that  he  should  be  delivered  as 
addressed. 

It  was  fortunate  that  Tom's  virtues  and 
acquirements  acted  as  a  set-ofT  against  my  delin. 
quency.  Yet  my  career  was  not  unnoticed,  and 
I  contrived  to  obtain  the  marked  attention  of 
my  sup^ors.  More  than  once  I  was  admitted 
to  a  conference  with  the  board,  and  on  account, 
I  suppose,  of  the  inaalubrity  of  the  dty,   was 
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reoomnended  by  tbow  wtnthy  penmagM  enw 
try  air  for  i  tenn  of  six  month* ;  aad  dwt 
too  so  jneaanglyi  that  no  demuirer  on  vj  fttt 
would  be  listened  to. 

Thzee  yean  passed  over,  when  one  evoung, 
retonung  from  a  tavern  dinner,  a  row  was  kkk«d 
up  at  the  gate,  and  a  desperate  aasanlt  and 
battery  ensued.  A  stufnd  dtisen  knocked  im 
head  against  a  blackthorn  stick,  and  the  acci- 
dent was  so  awkward  as  to  occanon  a  fracttuc 
of  the  occiput,  and  give  the  coroner  the  tronUe 
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hM^'  ipj^iKd  my  fiilher  of  the  cccortAictp 
*^MliiNd  him  that  all  hope  of  my  ever  doitig 
gMI  was  desperate^  and  to  evade  the  gaflowB, 
wUdi  he  proved  to  a  demonstration  must  be 
my  end,  he  recommended  that  I  should  be  pet- 
ndllsd  to  follow  my  own  bent,  and  enter  di^ 
cvMhroat  professbn,  for  which  it  was  a  nquiiur 
that  nature  had  intended  me.^  Next  post  a 
letter  from  my  fiither  was  received.  He  '*  con- 
ottred  with  the  learned  Professor;  aflection- 
atdy  informed  me  that  I  was  at  liberty  to  go 
to  the  devil  as  I  pleased,  sent  me  some  money, 
and  intimated  that  he  had  applied  for  a  com- 
mission in  the  militia. '*  This  was  as  it  should  be ; 
his  application  was  successfiil,  and  in  a  few 
dajrs  I  was  one  of  the  fraternity  of  the  sword, 

and  duly  gazetted  to  the  regiment. 

Hie  corps  I  was  attached  to,  was  at  that 
time  encamped  at  Leighlinstown,  four  or  five 
miks  from  the  capital ;  and,  as  in  duty  bound, 
I  set  out  next  morning  to  visit  my  commanding 
officer  in  proper  form* 

VOL.  I.  L 
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My  &t;heT  had  an  old  acqiudntaace  in  the 
corpe,  to  whose  protecUiH)  I  vu,  by  letter, 
reguWly  committed.  Of  courae  it  was  to  him 
that  I  aj^>lied  for  an  introduction  to  Cokmel 
Mahwiy.  I  was  graciously  Kceived  by  my 
ptfron,  {nesaited  in  due  form  to  the  comnumder, 
and  until  I  could  obtain  accommodatioiiB,  hoa- 
pambly  invited,  pro.  tem.^  to  take  tq>  my 
quarters  in  a  eorxux  of  the  hoT«l,  whidi  Peter 
Fogarty~-as  my  patron  waa  called— had  ccm- 
structed  for  his   abiding-place  while  i 
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with  a  bull-nedc  and  square  shoulders,  a  small 
and  twinkfing  gray  eye,  and  a  nose  snubbed  and 
eflloresoent,  as  the  nose  of  a  man  deUghting  in 
whiakef  punch  should  be.  Peter  was  fond  of  a 
race  or  cock-fight,  would  go  twenty  miles  to  be 
present  at  a  duel,  loved  a  rubber  of  whiit 
desrly,  but  cribbage  was  his  delight^  cribbage 
was  the  road  to  his  afiRsctioas,  and  I  soon  dis- 
covered it. 

I  mentioned  that  my  regiment  was  under 
canvass  when  I  joined,  and  formed  a  part  of 
some  six  or  seven  thousand  men,  who,  pending 
the  explosion  of  *^  ninety-eight,^  were  encamped 
in  the  vicinity  of  the  metropolis.  The  ofScers 
were  generally  provided  with  tents,  but  some 
of  them  had  erected  temporary  habitations,  and 
among  the  niunber  were  Colonel  Mahony  and 
his  medical  adviser.  Indeed  it  was  absolutely 
necessary  that  Peter's  domicile  should  be  coib- 
tiguous  to  the  commander^s.  From  conjugal 
regard,  the  lady  had  accompanied  the  colonel  to 
the  field,  although  her  health  was  but  indifferent; 

l2 
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and  the  extreme  delicacjr  of  faer  conatitatiaa 
rmdered  the  frequent  attendance  of  Doctor 
Fogarty  indispenuble. 

Peter's  hatdution  wa>  a  wooden  hut ;  obe  end, 
screened  from  vulgar  gaie  by  an  old  blanket, 
formed  his  dormitory,  while  the  other  comer  waa 
cnrtained  off  for  me.  The  centre  was  used  finr 
lUl  the  purposes  of  the  body  politic.  There  our 
deje&ni  was  laid ;  there,  if  a  sick  officer  applied, 
the  prescription  was  written ;  there,  when  dinner 
ended  and  we   left   the   mess-tent,  on  a  small 
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vere  healthy;  their  principal  infirmity  being 
corns — a  disease  to  which  they  were  obnoxious, 
from  a  majority  of  the  corps,  prior  to  their 
enlistment,  having  considered  shoes  a  superfluity. 
Yet  Peter  had  his  own  troubles ;  fi>r  below;  as 
schoohnen  dechure,  there  is  no  happiness  without 
alloy.  Woman,  that  source  of  evil,  was  his 
bane;  and,  as  in  the  fulness  of  his  heart  he 
would  acknowledge  after  his  sixth  tumbler — 
^^  but  for  Mrs.  Mahony,  he  would  be  as  happy 
as  the  day  was  long." 

Mrs.  Mahony  had  been  for  many  years  a 
wife,  but,  unhappily,  as  yet  had  never  been 
made  a  mother.  The  colonel  was  anxious  for  an 
heir.  Hopes  were  frequently  excited,  and  they 
were  as  often  deferred,  until  the  heart  was  sick. 
Yet  why  should  Mrs.  Mahony  despond?  her 
grandmother  had  a  son  at  fifty-two;  she  was  but 
forty-seven,  and  why  should  she  despair  ? 

All  this,  however,  was  ruinous  to  the  peace 
of  Doctor  Fogarty.  The  least  alarm  in  the 
day,  the  slightest  movement  after  night,  agitated 
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hia  intereattng  padoit.  Etber  had  (Aen  fidled ; 
lod  even  a  teupoonfol  of  brandy  at  times 
would  hardly  pioTe  a  aedative.  Thoe  imfOTta* 
nate  attai^B  generally  took  place  at  an  adraaced 
period  of  the  evening,  and  of  coone  Peter  vas 
required.  Then  the  ill-atarred  jsmctidoner  vaa 
inrariably  at  whist  or  cribbage — the  ooloneFs  bat- 
man, a  foBter-brother  of  the  lady,  woold  be  de- 
spatched to  oar  wooden  habitatitm,  and,  with  nine 
acoied,  and  the  odd  ttick  actually  in  his  hand, 
the  unhappy  doctor  has  been  obliged  to  abandon 
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honour,  he  usually  prayed  from  the  bottom  of  his 
soul  for  Mrs.  Mahony's  repose  temporal  and 
eternal^  and  the  sooner  her  beatitude  was  com- 
pleted,  he  as  a  christian  man  opined  would  be 
all  the  better. 

It  was  for  the  season  a  dark  and  blusterous 
night.  More  than  one  tent-pole  had  given  way — 
pegs  and  cords  were  tried  and  found  wanting, 
and  in  the  joy  of  his  heart  my  host  congratulated 
himself  and  me  on  the  stability  of  our  wooden 
dwelling.  The  last  batch  of  whisky  was  ini- 
mitable ;  and  so  said  the  doctor,  after  submitting 
the  liquor  to  a  fair  test  of  six  tumblers.  The 
cards  were  decidedly  in  his  favour — ^fortune  smiled 
upon  him  every  cut — ^and  since  the  night  his 
wife  had  bolted,  he  never  had  been  so  happy. 
It  was  just  ten — the  deal  was  mine — ^but  Peter's 
cards  were  beautiful.  Suddenly  a  hurried  foot 
approached  the  door.  Peter  remarked  it. — "  It's 
the  lobsters  after  all — I  knew  the  devil  would  not 
fail  me."  Knock — knock — "  Come  in."  It 
was  not  the  lobsters,  but  Murty  Currigan,  the 
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colonerB  bat-nun.  The  doctor  looked  duk  u 
Enbus, — the  bst-maD  as  if  he  had  been  nmning 
ftu  his  life.  The  former  coughed  to  conceal  vexa- 
tion.    "  Ha,  ha — hum;— any  thing  wrong?" 

"  Wrong?  You  may  say  that — the  mistress  is 
dying,"  responded  Murty. 

"  Dying  P— What  the  devil  would  make  her 
die  P  "  sud  the  doctor. 

*'  Sonraone o'me knows,"  retained  Aebat-mao. 

Now  Murty  Currigan  bmg  deaf,  save  when 
Peter  Pc^arty  elevated  his  voice  to  an  extraor- 
pitch.  hJB  remarks  touching  the  diagnostics 
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« 


Humph  !  8o  should  mine  be  after  a  pmt  of 
tewdy/' 

.  **  She's  as  wake  as  a  cat^— quoth  the  envoy. 
"  She  can't  move  without  help." 

*<  Seldom  people  can  when  they're  regularly 
smothered""— said  the  leech. 
•    *^  She  has  a  sort  of  a  twisting  in  her  stomach/' 
added  the  fosterer. 

The  doctor's  patience  gave  way.  ^*  Arrah, 
badahust^  ye  ommadawn  !  '^  Would  you  give  her 
as  many  ailments  as  would  kill  a  priest  ?  0£F  with 
ye,  Murty.  Tell  them  to  keep  her  quiet,  and 
come  back  in  half  an  hour,  and  tell  me  how  she 
is."  The  bat-man  vanished.  "  Shell  be  fiwt 
asleep  then,  and  we'll  not  be  troubled  with  her 
capers.  Come — I  lead.  Fifteen  two — fifteen 
four — a  pair  make  six — and  a  pair  make  eight ;'' 
and  on  he  went  with  the  jargon  of  the  game. 

Now,  though  the  honest  doctor  counted  with 
some  confidence  on  sleep,  that  **  sweet  medidner,** 


*  Ang6ce,  **  Silence,  you  idiot! 
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sb«tiiig  the  complicxteii  diseuee  with  wbicb  Mrs. 
Mihony  vae  afiBicted,  sull  he  bad  sore  mis^rings 
to  disturb  him,  and  these  could  occaBumilly  be 
detected,  from  his  confused  allusions  to  the  pa- 
tient and  tlie  game. 

"Stop,  Patt;  let  me  cut.  I  couldn't  bare 
made  more  of  that  band,  unless  ve  played  the 
double  flush.  Your  father  and  I  alvays  flushed. 
Jasus  !  I  wtHider  what's  come  over  the  voman  ! 
Every  night  smothered ;  and  then  me  tattered 
out,  wet  or  dry,     Asy,  Patt — you're  p^^ing  too 


THE  captain's  STORY.  227 

directed  to  retum;  and  I  hinted,  that  as  the 
hospital  tent  was  at  some  distance,  the  sooner 
Peter  started  f(^  his  **  galenicals*'  the  better.  My 
remark  appeared  to  astonish  the  worthy  man,  for 
he  laid  down  his  cards,  and  looked  at  me  with  a 
broad  stare. 

'^  The  hospital  tent !  Is  it  to  go  a  long  half- 
mile,  and  a  storm  raging  that  would  blow  the 
buttons  off  my  jacket  ?  Arrah,  what  a  gom- 
mouge  *  ye  take  me  for,  Fat !  And  yet,  blessed 
Virgin !  if  Murty  comes  again,  what  am  I  to  do 
with  him  ?  Was  there  ever  a  dacent  practitioner 
so  teased  by  an  ould  besom  as  myself,  Peter 
Fogarty  ?  If  I  had  but  some  simple  for  her. 
Oh,  murder  !  not  a  squig  of  physic  in  the  house, 
unless  you  have  it." 

I  shook  my  head. 

^'  Death  an  nouns  !  have  ye  nothing — salts, 
senna,  cinnamon — ^rhubarb,  scamony,  magnesia  ( '* 

I  nodded  a  negative. 

*  Ang&ce,  a  simpleton. 
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"  Hare  yoa  no  neglected  diau^t ;  nothing  in 
the  shape  of  powder  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  I  replied,  "  bat  tooth-powder," 

"  Phew ! "  and  Peter  whistled—"  Benitifiil  I 
and  by  the  best  of  luck  I  haTe  a  bottle." 

Up  he  rose,  bolted  for  a  moment  behind  the 
blanket,  and  speecUly  reappeared  with  a  small 
phial.  In  it  he  deposited  a  spoonfid  of  my  den> 
tifrice,  filled  it  Iroin  the  kettle,  and  shook  it,  as  be 
said,  "  Secundum  artem."  The  infusion  produced 
a  liquid  of  bright  pink,  with  an  aromatic  odour; 
and  Peter  listing  submitted  the  mixture  ti 
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mixture  to  be  taken  every  half-hour  until  the 
patient  is  relieved  —  shaking  the  bottle.  —  For 
Mrs.  Mahony.*^ 

It  was  fortunate  for  Peter  that  his  nostrum 
was  in  readiness.  Before  he  had  dealt  a  second 
hand,  a  loud  tap  at  the  door  announced  the  return 
of  the  fosterer — and  bad  as  Murty's  first  report 
was,  his  second  bulletin  was  infinitely  more 
alarming. 

"  Well— is  she  better  ? " 

**  Better  ?  ^'  repeated  the  fosterer  with  a  wild 
stare. 

"  Ay — better !  "  returned  the  physician  in  a 
tone  of  voice  that  mimicked  Murty^s  like  an 
echo. 

^'  Arrah !  she  never  was  bad  till  now.^  Said 
the  fosterer.  '^  Ye  can't  tell  a  word  she  says, 
good  or  bad,  and  she  wouldn't  know  her  own 
maid  firom  the  black  drummer.^' 

^^  Ah !  regularly  sewed  up.  Here/'  and  he 
handed  him  the  bottle,  ^*  mind  the  directions ; 
can  ye  read  I  " 
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"  If  I  csn't,  rare  Biddy  Toole  cui." 

'*  Avsy  with  ye  then,  every  moment  you  lote 
may  be  &tal;  bathe  her  feet  and  shake  the 
bottle,  and  be  sure  ye  tell  me  how  she  i* — 
eariy  in  the  morning." 

"  Any  thing  else,  doctor  P  " 

"  Nothing— only  don\  let  her  get  cold,  if  ye 
can  help  it,  and  now  run  ye  devil !" 

Murty  made  his  salaam  and  vanished;  and 
aoon  after,  Peter  and  I  retired  to  our  respective 
oribs. 
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table,  before  a  port-hole  which  it  was  his 
pleasure  to  call  a  window,  while  divers  cloths  and 
coverlets  were  suspended  firom  a  Une  stretched 
across  the  apartment,  and  excluded  from  the 
gaieofvulgar  eyes '*the  lady  of  his  love."  The 
commander  having  duly  apologised  for  detaining 
me  a  few  minutes  while  he  concluded  his  letter, 
pointed  to  a  camp-stool — and  I  seated  myself  and 
took  up  the  Evening  Post.  But  the  newspaper 
was  unheeded — voices  behind  the  curtain  told 
that  there  were  others  in  the  chamber  of  state — 
and  in  the  speakers  I  easily  recognised  Peter 
and  his  patient,  Mrs.  Mahony,  while  a  feeble 
piano  in  a  flat  key,  thus  continued : 

'*  Yes,  doctor,  I  will  ever  acknowledge  that 
under  Providence,  I  owe  my  life  to  you.  The 
first  spoonful  gave  relief,  and  the  second  acted 
like  a  charm." 

'*  Indeed  !  Ha  ! — hem  ! — hem  !  Allow  me : 
pulse  full — a  leetle  feverish — must  keep  very 
quiet." 

^'  But,  dear  Mr.  Fogarty,   I  must,  you  say. 
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be  very  c&ieful  to  avoid  cold.  No  doubt  the 
medicme  I  took  last  night  with  sach  happy 
effect  ma  very  powerful  ?  " 

"  Most  powerful,  madam" — replied  the  leedi 
with  unblushing  efirontery.  "  The  wcnu  of 
pharmaceutics  could  not  affi>rd  a  more  effective 
combination.'' 

"  Qod  blew  me ! "  ejaculated  the  lady,  "  bat 
for  it,  I  should  have  been  dead." — 

«  As  Julius  Ceeasr,  madam" — responded  the 
doctor,  with  a  solemn  cough. 
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''Wdl,  as  I  was  saying,   doctor,   to  leave 
Cobmel  Maliony — *' 

"  Madam/'  returned  the  fidse  physician,  <^  I 
can  appreciate  the  strength  of  your  attachment ; 
but  there  are  other  and  important  considera- 
tions:'' and  Peter  dropped  his  Toice  to  a  half- 
whisper,  that  prevented  me  firom  hearing  any 
thing  beyond  detached  words.  '^  Delicate  situa- 
tion— hopes  of  an  honourable  house — colonel's 
partiality  for  children — native  air — happy  result 
— ^bark  and  sea  bathing."  And  before  the  com- 
mander had  finished  his  despatch  the  villain 
Peter,  imder  false  hopes,  had  persuaded  the 
colonel's  helpmate  to  bundle  off  to  Clare,  ^^  by 
easy  stages.*"  Whether  she  carried  a  bottle  of 
the  pink  tincture  in  the  carriage,  I  forget ;  but, 
I  presume,  that  she  would  hardly,  when  there 
was  balm  in  Gilead,  depart  without  an  extensive 
supply. 

Time  pas^ — and  four  years  after  I  had 
left  the  militia,  and  volunteered  to  the  line,  I 
had  occasion  to  run  up  to  London,  and  there 
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encountered  my  old  commuidei  in  the  Strand. 
He  WBB  >  fiiendly  little  fellov,  and  expieaied 
great  pleasure  at  our  meeting.  I  remarked  that 
he  vas  habited  in  deep  mourning — and  when  I 
inquired  for  Mn.  Mahony,  be  sighed  heavily, 
Aoeik ,  his  head,  and  informed  me  that  be  had 
buried  her  a  month  bef(n«  in  Cheltenham. 

*'  Ah !  my  dear  O'Brien.  It  was  a  black 
day  when  I  was  persuaded  to  leave  home. 
Fogmrty  was  the  only  man  that  understood  poor 
dear   Mr«.  Mabony'a  constitution.       You  may 
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his  lodgings  in  a  hackney-coach;  and  on  our 
way  home,  as  well  as  I  could  understand  him — 
for  there  was  <^a  ripple"  in  his  delivery — ^he 
did  nothing  but  lament,  in  poor  dear  Mrs. 
Mahony's  last  attack,  the  absence  of  Peter  and 
his  *^  pink  dncture."" 
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Hark!  to  the  hurried  question  of  despair? 

*  Where  is  my  child?' — an  echo  answers — *  Where?* 

Bride  of  Abyi>o& 

Macbeth.  Is  he  despatched  ? 

MuRDEREB.      My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut,  that  I  did 

for  him. 

SUAKSPEARE. 
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The  night  wore  on  —and  in  the  merry  group 
who  occupied  the  parlour  of  the  Greyhound 
there  was  but  one  heavy  heart,  and  that  was  the 
commander's.  For  him  there  was  no  flavour  in 
the  wine,  no  point  in  the  rapartee  that  ^^  set  the 
table  in  a  roar/'  and  he  waited  impatiently  for 
the  hour  of  meeting  in  the  churchyard,  to  listen 
to  a  narrative  of  suffering  far  more  congenial  to 
his  present  mood,  than  the  reckless  gaiety  of  the 
young  spirits  who  surrounded  him.  Before 
midnight  he  stole  from  his  companions  unob- 
served,  and  reached  the  trysting-place  unnoticed. 
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Ellen  WBS  not  yet  come ;  bnt  ere  the  fint 
qturter  chimed,  a  figure  glided  nnrnd  s  buttrcM 
of  the  dsrk  building,  and  the  Gipay  j<uned  bira 
under  the  appointed  lime-tree. 

"  True  to  your  eng^ement,  Ellen,"  sud  the 
Boldier ;  "  but  is  not  thb  a  dull  place  to  select 
for  midnight  assignations  ?  " 

"  Ay — and  for  the  ooufession  of  a  deed  of 
blood ! "  said  the  Gipsy  in  a  low  tone  of  Tuee. 
"To  me  there  is  something  associated  with  thia 
lonely  cemetery  that  is  sacred.  Here,  the  ashes  of 

E  being  whom  I  most  loved,  arc  r 
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^  Ay — ay — ^tliere  lies  the  fimdful  dutmctiim. 
Your  homicides  were  legalised  by  the  pleasuxe 
of  SDine  half  doieii  sanguinary  despots.  Yoa 
smotc|^  braye.  I  only  sped  the  felon.  But, 
to  my  tale — and  it  shall  be  a  brief  one : — 

Hie    remnant   of   the    ill-fated    expedition 
sailed  for  the  shores  of  Britain.    What  propor- 
tion returned  I  know  not;  but  were  it  ascer- 
tained how  many  perished  in  the  field,  died  of 
fiitigue,  or  were  transferred  to  a  French  prison, 
the  casualties  of  that  gallant  army  must  have 
been  enormous.     Many  an  afiUcted  family  sor- 
rowed for  that    disastrous  campaign — many  a 
wife  and  mother  were    '^  left  lamenting'^  —but 
where  had  any  been  so  immercifiilly  visited  as 
myself?     I  left  my  native  land,  the  beloved  one 
of  a  brave  man.    My  boy — the  loveliest  that  ever 
gladdened  the  heart  of  a  doting  mother  !     The 
brave  was  sleepmg  on  the  field  he  died  on.     The 
boy — oh,   God!    where  was  he?      My   brain 
bums  wh&k  I  ponder  on  his  unknown  fate.    Was 
he  dead  ?  and  did  the  child  of  my  heart  heave 

VOL.   I.  M 
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his  laat  sigh  on  anjr  jnllov  but  his  mother's 
bosom  ?  Was  he  living — and  if  alire — what  P 
The  thought  wm  horrible — the  menial  of  a 
fonder — the  drudge  of  some  bloated  ^onk— 
the  serf  of  a  Spanish  peasant — a  slave  I-— 

"  Nay,  the  bondtiDBD  of  a  slave." 
God !  what  is  death  to  such  miserable  uncer- 
tainty?   What  the  freedom  of  a  diaemboAed 
spirit  to  the  grovelling  existence  of  a  bondsman's 
thrall? 
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cafaned  down;  and  when  I  could  think  with 
flome  composure  on  my  future  mode  of  life,  I 
determined  to  return  to  the  vicarage,  throw  my* 
adf  l^in  upon  Mr.  Howard's  pity,  and,  if  he 
permitted  it,  wear  out  my  few  and  evil  days 
under  the  roof  of  my  excellent  protector. 

When  I  disembarked  I  had  little  clothing 
left  beyond  the  dress  I  wore,  and  it  was  neces- 
sary to  procure  a  supply.  Accordingly  on  the 
fourth  evening,  I  left  my  lodgings  for  the  first 
time,  to  purchase  a  decent  outfit.  The  streets 
were  crowded  with  drunken  soldiers,  who,  availing 
themselves  of  the  temporary  license  granted  to 
their  recent  sufferings,  with  the  proverbial  reck- 
lessness of  men  *'  escaped  from  the  slaughter," 
forgot  in  coarse  debauchery  their  past  hardships 
and  lost  companions.  I  was  frequently  accosted 
by  these  wanderers  as  I  passed  along ;  but  having 
succeeded  in  providing  the  articles  I  required, 
I  turned  my  footsteps  homeward.  One  person, 
an  old  Jew,  had  crossed  me  more  than  once.  In 
the  shops  that  I  entered  he,  too,  appeared  to 

M  2 
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have  biifflness  to  tnuutct ;  and  if  he  did  not 
follov  me  in,  I  was  certain  to  find  him  loun^i^ 
near  the  Aom.  Yet  this  wu  not  very  remark- 
able.  Multitudes  of  Israelites  had  flo€%d  to 
Portsmouth,  in  expectatioa  of  buying  up  the 
plunder  of  the  campaign ;  or  obtaining,  for  wortb- 
*  less  conuderationB,  from  the  unwary,  the  arrears  of 
pay  which  had  been  given  them  on  thdr  landing. 
At  the  door  of  the  lodging-bouse  there  waa 
a  tempoiaiy  delay  when  I  knocked.  I  stood 
beneath  a  lamp  that  was   suspended   directly 
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looked  qokkly  round — ^the  speaker  was  gone,  a 
shadow  on  the  opposite  wall  floated  past,  and 
the  lane  was  to  all  appearance  without  a  liying 
beingibut  myself. 

This  last  occurrence  was  alarming;  it  was 
qoite  unaccountable  why  the  old  Jew  should 
follow,  and,  to  judge  from  his  exclamation,  re- 
cognise me  as  he  did.  I  felt  a  secret  misgiving, 
and  determined  to  hasten  my  departure.  On 
inquiry,  I  learned  that  every  conveyance  was 
engaged  by  sick  and  wounded  officers,  has- 
tening to  revisit  their  respective  homes.  But 
to  stay  longer  in  Portsmouth  I  considered  dan- 
gerous ;  and  I  resolved  to  proceed  next  morning, 
and  beg  an  asylum  from  the  worthy  man,  whose 
house  I  had  once  so  unceremoniously  abandoned. 
I  made  up  my  small  wardrobe  in  a  bundle, 
secured  my  money  carefrdly,  bade  my  hostess 
fiurewell,  and  at  sunrise  had  cleared  the  streets  of 
Portsmouth,  and  taken  the  road  to  the  still-loved 

village  that  contained  the  ashes  of  my  mother. 
For    two    days   I  journeyed    prosperously; 

nothing  of  any  moment  occurred.     All  day  I 
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k^  the  Toad,  and  st  night  rested  in  Bome 
hunlet  or  &rm-houBe.  I  thought  it  safer  to 
avmA  the  tovne,  and  although  I  had  nothiiig 
trbose  loss  I  regarded  now,  my  coura^  was 
sunken  and  my  once  proud  spirit  gone.  I  dreaded 
some  narodeBB  calamity — I  feared  I  could  not 
'  tell  what — life  to  me  was  Talueless,  and  yet 
there  was  a  coward  dnking  of  the  heart,  that 
even  when  rich  in  worldly  happiness  I  had  sever 
felt  before.  No  wonder  that  in  this  depressed 
and  nervous  temperament,  1  looked  suspiciously 
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aad,  MB  J  hoped,  a  quiet  asylum  gained.  I  rose 
early  and  resumed  my  journey  with  more  alacrity 
than  I  had  hitherto  exhibited;  miles  were  accom- 
plished and  though  &tigued  by  unusual  ezer- 
tion,  I  persevered  and  still  pressed  forward. 
Erening  found  me  on  the  verge  of  a  large  and 
dreary  moor,  and  I  half  determined  to  turn  back  « 
and  rest  for  the  night  in  the  last  hamlet  I  had 
passed,  and  not  attempt  traversing  what,  in  the 
haze  of  evening,  appeared  a  boundless  wilderness. 
But  to  retrograde  some  distance  would  only  leave 
more  to  be  achieved  to-morrow — and  summoning 
resolution,  I  resolved  at  aU  hazards^  to  cross 
the  waste,  and  rest  in  the  village  beyond  it.  I 
was  alone — the  path  was  wild  and  solitary — ^what 
then  ?  my  sex  would  protect  me  from  all  but  the 
most  profligate,  and  in  a  humble  pedestrian  like 
me,  the  robber  would  find  nothing  to  excite  his 
cupidity. 

I  walked  briskly  on,  and  anxious  to  reach  my 
resting-place,  redoubled  exertions  which  fatigue 
had  before  abated.      More  than  a  mile  of  the 
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lonely  watte  was  passed  and  notbing  had  occuned 
to  alarm  me ;  foi  I  had  seen  but  one  stragglilig 
wood-cutter,  and  not  a  human  habitadon  was 
TisU)le.  It  was  fortunately  a  bright  night,  tot 
the  moon  was  nearly  full.  Still  I  struggled 
onward^  cheered  by  the  thought  that  ereiy  step 
brought  me  nearer  to  a  place  of  safety. 

The  road — if  a  passage  over  moorland,  marked 
on  the  barren  sward  by  the  wheel-tracks  of  the 
few  vehicles  that  traversed  it,  could  be  so  tamed — 
was   intersected   by  another.     Three  paths  ky 
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I  would  liave  given  half  the  gold  I  possessed  to 
any  one  who  would  have  reheved  me  from  this 
einbanrassmg  perplexity — ^but  there  was  no  alter- 
native. I  must  proceed;  and  with  a  heavy  heart 
I  sighed  and  walked  on. 

A  sodden  desert,  caused  by  a  dipping  of  the 
surfiEU^  shut  out  the  view  of  the  ground  I  had 
just  traversed,  and  there  appeared  to  be  a  path 
directly  across  the  ravine  which  foot-passengers 
pursued,  while  carriages  were  obliged  to  take  a 
leveller  but  more  circuitous  direction.  Of  course 
I  selected  the  shorter  rout — descended  to  the 
hollow,  climbed  the  opposite  ridge,  and  again 
emerged  upon  the  heath.  Scarcely  had  I  regained 
the  broader  path  when  a  noise  caused  me  to  look 
round,  and  immediately  behind  I  perceived  a 
vehicle  advancing  rapidly.  It  approached  and  I 
stopped,  hoping  that  I  should  gain  some  infor- 
mation  from  the  traveller.  Heavens !  it  was  the 
same  tax-cart — the  same  driver — that  for  days 
had  hung  upon  my  footsteps,  constant  as  an 

avenging  spirit !  I  stood  like  one  spell-bound — I 

m3 
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could  not  irticulate  a  word.  The  Btnmger  swept 
quickly  by — murmured  A  hoarse  "  Good  night," 
and  in  another  minute  disappeared  behind  a  patdi 
of  copsewood. 

I  Femuned  rooted  to  the  spot — my  brain 
half  erased  with  terror.  Should  I  retrace  my 
steps  ?  If  I  did,  was  it  probable  that  I  should 
recover  the  right  path,  and  be  able  in  the  dull 
a^t  to  disengage  myself  &om  the  dreary  waste 
on  which  I  was  so  unfortunately  belated  ?  Should 
I  persevere,  it  was  tempting  fate,  and  following 
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round  it  point  to  the  thirsty  traveller  in  the 
desert,  could  not  be  more  rapturously  regarded 
by  him,  than  that  feeble  gleam  by  me.  I  felt  as 
if  new  vigour  strung  my  limbs.  There  was  hope 
— there  was  safety.  That  light  was  the  beacon; 
and  better  still,  the  haven  it  showed  was  near. 
On  I  pressed,  and  in  a  few  minutes  stood  before 
a  small  dilapidated  dwelling,  whose  decayed  sign- 
board intimated  it  to  have  been  once  the  resting- 
place  of  travellers. 

Mean  and  comfortless  as  it  looked,  I  should 
have  claimed  its  shelter  with  delight;  but  my 
joy  was  abated — my  feeling  of  security  destroyed, 
by  perceiving  the  well-remembered  vehicle  before 
the  door.  The  horse  had  been  unharnessed,  and 
of  course,  the  driver  was  within. 

There  are  times  when  even  woman  conquers 
fear.  I  felt  that  there  was  for  me  but  one  course 
left.  If  I  returned  I  should  be  pursued ;  if  I 
passed  the  house  1  should  be  followed  and  over- 
taken. I  once  had — I  now  have — the  nerve  and 
daring  of  a  man ;  but  then  sorrow  and  suffering 


252      THE  gipsy's  story  cohtinued. 

had  damped  my  energies  and  subdued  my  fiirmer 
Bpirit.  There  was  no  alternative.  I  taxed  my 
courage  to  the  uttermost,  and  with  at  least  the 
semblance  of  boldness,  entered   the  BUs[«ious 


The  room  I  was  introduced  to  was  not  ill  fur- 
nished, and  cert«nly  the  outward  appearance  of 
the  house  was  fiir  more  unpromising  than  the 
interior  justified.  It  wanted  the  neatness  of  an 
English  inn,  but  it  had  still  the  look  of  plen^, 
for  an   abundant    supply   of  dried   meats   waa 
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diminished  the  evil  impression^  which  the  ne- 
glected exterior  of  the  house  had  first  created.  A 
quantity  of  game  was  suspended  fiN>m  the  ceiling, 
and  two  double  guns  stood  in  a  comer  of  the 
chamber.  Rabbit  nets,  gins  of  various  descrip- 
tions, and  other  matters  employed  in  poaching, 
with  whose  uses  I  was  well  acquainted,  were  par- 
tially concealed  beneath  a  chest  of  drawers.  To 
judge  from  the  appearance  of  the  whole,  I  should 
rather  pronounce  the  place  to  be  the  habitation 
of  a  smuggler,  than  a  house  where  the  traveller 
would  seek  for  rest  and  entertainment. 

My  observations  were  speedily  interrupted. 
Another  and  a  very  different-looking  female  en- 
tered ;  and,  after  surveying  me  with  a  keen  and 
impertinent  stare,  announced  herself  to  be  the 
mistress  of  the  mansion. 

She  seemed  to  be  a  woman  beyond  my  own 
age,  and  no  doubt  had  once  been  remark- 
ably handsome;  but  her  beauty  was  sadly  im- 
paired— years  could  not  have  done  it,  and  I 
concluded  it  was  more  the  work  of  dissipation 
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thm  time.  She  was  highly  roi:^ed,  showily 
dre§sed,  and  vore  a  ptofiuioD  of  jewellery,  which 
&pm  their  bad  eombitution  told  that  qiuati^ 
and  not  good  taste  was  her  fitncy.  The  tichness 
of  these  ornaments  was  far  too  costly  for  her  walk 
of  li& ;  and  it  was  altogether  oat  of  character  to 
see  the  bustling  hostess  tricked  out  like  a  tragic 
queen.  One  thing  my  quick  eye  discovered, — 
the  ornaments  were  genuine,  and  this  expensive 
display  added  considerably  to  my  alarm. 

With  a  tone  intended  to  be  gradoua  she  bade 
me  welcome,  and   inquired  what  refreshment    1 
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the  mansion  if  possible,  I  requested  the  attend- 
ant  to  conduct  me  to  a  chamber.  She  hesitated — 
tock  a  lif^ty  told  me  to  wait  a  little,  and  left 
me,  as  she  said,  to  speak  to  her  mistress.  I 
heard  her  as  the  door  was  ajar.  To  her  ques- 
tion the  hostess  replied :  **  The  back  room — if  it 
is  readj,^  and  next  moment  the  maid  returned, 
and  beckoned  me  to  follow. 

The  upper  story  of  the  inn  was  dirty  and 
uncomfortable.  I  passed  several  rooms,  and  the 
last  in  the  lobby,  as  it  would  appear,  had  been 
the  one  selected  for  my  accommodation,  but 
a  glance  at  the  door  was  quite  sufficient  to  deter- 
mine me  against  becoming  its  occupant.  The 
others  had  nothing  remarkable  to  attract  the  eye, 
but  mine  was  provided  with  two  strong  bolts, 
while  on  the  inside,  there  was  no  fastening  but 
a  common  latch.  The  bed  and  furniture  were 
not  inviting,  and  I  observed  that  the  win- 
dow was  grated  closely.  Without  permitting 
the  attendant    to  observe    any  change  in   my 
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manner,  I  returned  with  her  to  the  lower  duun** 
bar,  and  presently  supper  was  laid. 

God  knows,  I  bad  no  appetite  for  the  meal ; 
but  I  ate — drank  some  ale — and  managed  to 
suppress  every  symptom  of  distrust.  From  the 
maid,  who  appeared  a  simple  rustic,  1  found 
out  the  direction  to  the  next  hamlet,  and  ascer- 
tained that  it  was  but  two  miles  distant,  and 
that  the  road  was  easily  found.  This  was  all  I 
wanted — the  sooner  I  set  out  the  better — I 
requested  the  attendant  tu  bring  in  my  redconing. 
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were  urged  in  vain,  aad  again  I  asked,  *^  what  I 
had  to  pay  for  my  entertainment  ?^ — <*  To  pay!^ 
she  exclaimed  with  a  scornful  stare — ^'^a  poor 
traveller  like  thee  cannot  be  overburdened 
with  money,  and  I  can  afford  a  supper."  I 
thanked  her  for  her  kindness,  lifted  my  bundle, 
and  bade  her  <<good  night"  She  followed  to 
the  door,  and  renewed  her  entreaties  to  remain. 

^^  And  will  you  go  V*  she  said.  I  replied  that 
I  was  determined. 

^^  I  wish  you  safe,"  she  continued  with  a 
sneer ;  <^  stouter  travellers  have  taken  the  road, 
and  never  reached  their  destination ! " 

She  turned  in,  closed  the  door,  and  I  found 
myself  once  more  upon  the  waste. 

During  my  short  sojourn  at  the  inn,  the  night 
had  changed,  and  the  sky  indicated  an  approach- 
ing storm.  The  breeze,  in  unsteady  gusts,  came 
moaning  across  the  moorland — the  moon  was 
occasionally  hidden — and  on  the  edge  of  the 
horizon  faint  lightnings  played,  followed  by  the 
hoarse  murmurings  of  distant  thunder.     All  fore- 
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told  a  coming  tempeat,  and  I  burned  im  to 
resch  some  place  of  shelter,  before  its  Bay  bunt 
upon  me. 

£TeD  in  this  desolate  place  and  trying  Jiour 
one  circumstance  prevented  my  heart  from  sink- 
ing ;  I  had  \eit  the  mysterious  traveUer  behind, 
and  the  vehicle  which  had  caused  me  such 
repeated  alarms,  was  standing  before  the  al^ouse 
door,  if  an  alehouse  that  suspicious  dwelling  was. 
As  yet  no  serious  impediment  had  appeared ;  the 
toad  was  circuitous  but  easily  found  out;  and 
thot^h  the  moon  was  frequently  obscured  by 
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me  to  new  exertion.  I  entered  the  brake — 
shrubs  and  copse  skirted  the  path.  Was  it  the 
T^ht  one  ?  I  raised  my  eyes  and  looked  at  the 
finger-post  Heavens  ! — ^it  was  a  gibbet— time- 
worn  and  decayed — but  still  a  fragment  of  the 
murderer  was  swinging  from  its  shattered  arm ; 
and  the  blanched  skull  and  bare  bones  rattled 
in  the  night  wind,  as  the  unsteady  gust  struck 
them  in  its  passage. 

I  nearly  lost  my  senses.  I  have  crossed  a 
battle-field  days  after  the  work  of  death  had 
ended,  when  the  unburied  slain,  stripped  of  all 
covering,  tinged  with  the  blueness  of  corruption, 
and  swollen  to  unnatural  size,  lay  thick  around ; 
but  that  fleshless  felon  was  the  most  horrible 
spectacle  that  ever  blasted  my  sight ! 

I  dared  not  look  a  second  time  but  rushed 
madly  into  the  copse.  The  moon  shone  forth 
again,  and  I  found  myself  in  a  small  glade, 
shut  out  from  that  hideous  and  disgusting  me- 
morial of  a  murder.  Almost  exhausted,  I 
stopped  for  a  moment  to  breathe.    A  man's  hand 
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WAS  Uid  upon  my   shoulder.      I  Bhiieked  asd 
apnng  forward :  the  Jew  wu  at  my  aide  ! 

"  Mercy  I  "  —  I  cried  —  "  Mercy !  I  have 
gold ;  take  it  &eely,  but  do  not  murder  me." 

The  stranger  remamed  silent;  and  frinn 
beneath  the  shading  of  a  hood  attached  to  his 
horseman's  cloak,  I  could  remark  eyes  of  un- 
common brilliancy  fixed  on  mine. 

"Spare  me,**  1  continued,  "wretched  as  s 
lone  wanderer  may  seem  to  be,  I  hare  more  gold 
than  those  of  wealthier  appearance.^ 

A  smothered  and  sarcastic  laugh  was  the  only 
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off  his  riding-doak — and  as  it  fell  upon  the 
ground,  exclaimed  in  a  voice  that  made  me 
tremble — 

"Does  Reuben  Woolfe  the  Jew,  bear  any 
rimilitude  to  Michael  Cooper  the  Gipsy  ? '' 

"  Michael !"  I  replied  with  a  shudider — <<  and 
has  justice  not  yet  overtaken  the  spiller  cf 
blood?** 

"  Look  at  me,"  was  his  answer,  ^*  and  it  will 
be  idle  to  reply.  I  am  here.  No  longer  the 
hunted  gipsy,  but  more  powerful  than  any  mem- 
ber of  the  same  people  has  been,  since  they  left 
their  eastern  birthplace  to  wander  among  the 
nations  of  the  north/' 

"  What  want  you  with  me  ?  "  I  asked  firmly. 
"  I  have  offered  gold  and  you  reject  it.  Unhand 
me.     I  must — I  will  proceed." 

**Mu8t  and  will,"  returned  the  gipsy,  "are 
gallant  words — but  here,  I  suspect,  they  are  idly 
used.  Once  you  were  in  my  power,  and  fortune 
enabled  you  to  leave  and  scorn  me.  Miracles 
are  of  rare  occurrence.    The  arm  that  smote 
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me  is  cold.    Were  it  not,  I  have  meaiu  nov 

irtiicli  then  I  wanted,  to  make  thy  rescuer  wul 

the  hour  when  he  roused  my  vengeance." 

<'  He  never  feared  you,  Midiiael — and  be  is 

now  beyond  mortal  enmity." 
"  So  much  the  better  fat  both.    Ellen,  year 

fiite  hangs  upon  a  breath.     Hear  and  deode." 
I  listened   to   the   ^psy  chief  in  Iweathlen 

astonishment.    The  coldness  of  his  unimpasnoned 
I  made  me  tremble ;  for  a  villain's  calm- 
is  is  more  to  he  dreaded  than  the  fury  of  the 

brave.    He  thus  cootimied : 
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shall  not  say  what  you  are  now.     Hear  what 
my  career  has  been. 

*^  There  are  m  this  country  men  of  action  and 
intelligence — no  matter  what  the  world  calls 
them.  I  joined  them  in  my  hour  of  danger, 
and  passed  among  them  for  a  Jew:  my  face 
required  but  the  addition  of  a  beard,  and  that 
was  easily  effected.  Short  as  my  connexion 
with  them  has  been^  I  am  now  a  leader  of  the 
body,  and  direct  a  confederacy  that  spreads 
itself  over  half  the  island^  and  defies  the  law 
and  its  myrmidons  to  break  it  up.  Others  are 
the  tools,  and  I  the  agent.  All  connected  with 
the  body,  from  the  smuggler  to  the  house- 
breaker, are  under  my  control;  and  though  they 
never  know  from  whom  the  order  comes,  they 
are  obedient  to  the  mandate  of  those,  of  whose 
names  and  abodes  they  are  in  total  ignorance. 
We  procure  intelligence — ^we  arrange  the  plans — 
and  It  is  their  business  to  carry  our  orders  into 
execution.  Enough  of  what  I  am.  A  few  years 
of  success  will  render  me  wealthier  than  ever 
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any  of  our  tribe  hu  even  dreamed  of  bong. 
I  will  then  retire  to  another  country.  Wbat 
will  not  gold  do?  My  gipsy  blood  miy  here- 
■fter  nrculate  in  the  veins  of  the  proudest  noble 
of  the  land  of  my  adoption.  Ellen  you  know 
me.  Ambition  has  chalked  the  path  out— and 
stem  resolution  shall  not  be  wanted  to  sweep 
amde  every  obstacle  that  would  bar  me  in  my 
bold  career.*' 

I  listened  in  breathless  amazement  to  the 
soaring  projects  of  the  low-bom  mffiao.  The 
moon  shone  brightly  out.     Fired  at  the  picture 
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of  a  hated  rival  repaid  by  blood  and  misexy. 
When  the  lost  child  was  smiling  in  your  arms, 
18  you  sate  before  the  cottage  door,  and  I  wag 
constrained  to  b^  an  alms  to  save  me  from 
starvation— did  you  then  guess  what  its  &te 
would  be  ?  Or,  as  you  turned  an  eye  of  womanly 
pride  towards  his  handsome  father  from  the 
abject  wretch  who  was  then  beholden  to  your 
bounty,  did  you  dream,  that  I,  despised  and 
wretched  as  I  was,  had  doomed  my  enemy  to 
death?" 

The  allusion  to  my  child  and  his  brave  father, 
roused  my  spirit,  and  I  found  the  blood  once 
more  flush  my  cheek. 

^^  You  doom  him  to  death  I "  I  exclaimed. 
**  No,  Michael !  had  you  crossed  his  path,  Harley 
would  have  crushed  you  like  a  worm.  No ;  my 
loved  one  died  on  the  battle-field,  sword  in  hand, 
as  the  brave  should  only  die.  While  you,  Uke 
yonder  murderer,  will  blanch  upon  a  gibbet" 

^^And  did  I  not  effect  his  death?"  he  said, 
with  a  bitter  sneer.     ^<  Who  drove  him  to  the 

VOL.    I.  H 
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butle^eld  on  which  he  feltP  Listen,  ind  Judge. 
I  found  you  suirounded  with  plenty — you  had  ■ 
lover  and  s  child— •  home  and  independrace.  I 
visited  you  — in  four  days  the  cottage  was  a 
ruin — the  corn-stacks  dispersed  in  ashes  to  tho 
winds.  Whose  hand  fired  bouse  and  bam, 
Ellen  f " — and  be  grasped  mine  with  paiofi^ 
force — "  That  hand  holds  yours !  " 

**  Execrable  ruffian  T — >I  exclaimed.  "  Your 
boast  is  indeed  too  true.  You  drove  us  into 
penury,  and  death  and  misery  came  after." 

"Well,"  he  replied; 
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I  was  mute  with  terror  and  astonishment. 
If  apprehension  from  his  hatred  had  alarmed  me, 
the  avowal  of  his  love  was  infinitdy  more  revolt- 
ing; and  a  thrill  of  horror  rushed  to  my  heart, 
as  I  {ducked  my  hand  from  his* 

^Your  bride! — the  bride  of  Harky's  mur* 
deter!  Wretch!  before  the  lips  that  felt  his 
kisses  should  be  contaminated  by  a  monster  like 
thee,  I  would  stab  myself ! " 

'^ Ellen/'  he  answered  coolly,  ''this  is  mere 
girlish  trifling,  and  suited  to  neither  the  time  or 
place.  We  are  waited  for,  I  told  them  before  I 
left  the  house,  to  prepare  a  better  supper  than 
what  was  offered  you.  Come — it  may  spoil.  You 
and  I  know  each  other  too  well  to  make  further 
fooling  necessary." 

My  situation  was  very  desperate.  In  the  power 
of  one  so  cold  and  merciless — resolute  in  purpose, 
immoveable  in  temper — threats  or  supplications 
with  such  a  man  were  equally  unavailing.  Even 
then,  in  that  dreadful  extremity,  my  spirit  bore 

V  2 
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ne  op;  and  I  resolved  to  leaist  the  viBna-^, 
even  to  the  desth. 

"  Micbael,"  I  said,  "you  have  »  man's  atieiigtb, 
and  there  lies  your  only  superi(^ty ;  ibr  ia  delcr- 
minatioD  I  am  youi  equal.  Let  me  paiK  If 
there  be  a  spark  of  manly  spirit  in  your  boaom, 
you  will  not  harm  the  woman  who  asks  your  jnty, 
Vou  cannot  bend  me  to  your  wilL  No*— by 
heaven! — though  you  should  murder  Me.*' 

"  And  this  would  be  a  fitting  place  for  soch  a 
deed,"  the  villain  continued,  in  the  ■ 
tone.     "  You  marked  the  gibbet  hard  bv.     Ilad 
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diBCOTay.  The  result  was,  that  next  morning 
the  wench  was  found  where  the  gibbet  stands, 
with  a  fiactnred  skulL  He  managed  the  matter 
cfannsily,  and  was  hanged ;  and,  a  few  yards  off, 
a]l  that  remains  of  him  are  a  few  bare  bones 
sliiTering  in  the  night-breexe.  Come,  Nell,  let 
OS  be  moving." 

Seising  my  arm,  he  pulled  me  some  yards 
along  the  path ;  but  mustering  my  whole  strength, 
I  disengaged  myself  from  his  grasp,  and  rushed 
wildly  towards  the  direction  in  which  I  thought 
the  village  lay.  But  escape  was  hopeless ; — in  a 
moment  I  was  overtaken,  and  locked  closely  in 
the  ruffian's  arms.  A  final  struggle  ensued — he 
to  retain,  and  I  to  break  away.  Just  then  the 
sky  appeared  to  open — every  thing  around  was 
revealed  distinctly  as  at  noon-tide — the  vivid 
flash  was  followed  by  a  crash  of  thunder,  loud 
and  prolonged,  as  if  it  announced  the  ruin  of  a 
world. 

•*  Hold— Michael ! "  I  exclaimed.  "Hold; 
bear  you  not  the  voice  of  heaven  ?    Forbear ! " 
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His  1^7  wu  too  blMphemoiu  to  be  npaatKL 
It  lold  ny  doom — dratb  or  inniit  swaited  ne  1 
In  Tain  I  aaeamei — in  vain  I  nijpplicitad  the 
Booundrel's  pity.  My  voice  died  away  tmbMid 
OTor  the  dreary  waste,  my  prayon  wen  vaiA- 
garded,  my  strength  &iled,  my  limfaa  tDttcrad* 
my  breath  was  lost. 

"  Now  oomes  Michael's  triumph ! "  he  mnt- 
loed,  as  he  grasped  me  dghter.  Anothn  flash 
lightened  the  copse — another  crash  burst  over 
our  heads.  For  a  second  the  poniard  in  the 
villain's  belt  Bpsrkled.     I  caught  at  the  bAodle 
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WHS  iCickiDg  m  his  ihioati  fak  ey^s  ware  o^n, 
and  as  flash  after  flash  came  ToUeyfaig  tnun  th? 
hearens,  I  thought  he  was  grinnfaig  at  me  m 
deadly  but  impotent  rage.  Presently  I  ffek  a 
iwtulsion  to  the  heart,  leaped  from  the  ground, 

and  rushed  wQdly  from  the  scene  of  slanghtef. 

♦  ♦  ♦         -       • 

For  a  long  mterral  I  remember  nothing.  They 
found  me  in  the  morning  roaming  through  the 
hamlet,  and  my  senses  totaUy  fled.  A  wounded 
officer  fortunately  was  on  leave  of  absence  there. 
He  recognized  me,  told  the  story  of  my  suflerings 
during  the  retreat,  interested  the  viUagers  on  my 
behalf,  and  had  me  careftilly  attended  to.  My 
ravings,  as  I  was  afterwards  told,  were  flightftil, 
but  they  were  attributed  to  another  cause  than 
the  true  one.  MichaeFs  death  was  involved  in 
deep  mystery ;  some  ascribed  it  to  suicide — a 
belief  almost  confirmed,  by  the  circumstance  that 
the  weapon  of  destruction  was  his  own ;  others 
suspected  that  he  had  been  murdered  by  his  law- 
less confederates ;  and  their  sudden  abandonment 
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of  Uk  lonely  boiiw  i^Kn  die  moor,  wcBl'fti^io 
rtnngthen  thu  condoaioti. 

Why  prolong  the  tale?  I  tecoreMd  dtfwly, 
and  agun  found  myself  upon  the  world.  Ihad 
known  eruy  altenuition  of  human  fivtone. 
Nnned  in  penury,  and  reared  in  splendour- 
seduced,  abandoned,  protected,  and  belored — 
now  gifted  with  independence — a  mother,  and,  in 
all  save  the  name,  a  wife — then  the  follower  of  a 
■amp,  bereaved  of  child  and  lover,  an  ontcaM,  a 
murderess,  and  a  maniac  ! 
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muSHg/BDcc  of  my  chilcL  Abis!  it  mm  ilhnoty, 
and  fond  expectation  ended  in  the  bittereit  db^ 
amKuntment.  My  gipsy  habits,  and  an  utter 
contempt  of  danger —for  life  so  vahieless  as  mine 
costs  not  a  thought  about  its  preservation — enabled 
me  to  accompany  a  conquering  army.  I  shared 
largely  in  the  spoil  of  many  a  battle-field»  and 
amassed  much  wealth.  At  last^  weary  of  scenes 
of  war,  and  all  hope  of  recovering  the  lost  one 
over,  I  returned  to  my  native  land,  and  rejoined 
the  wandering  people  where  you  foimd  me«  My 
power  over  them  is  boundless  ;  for  gold,  that 
controls  all  from  the  court  to  the  cottage,  influ- 
ences the  gipsy  bivouac  as  powerfully  as  it  does 
the  camp  of  kings.  Here,  in  the  same  rude  tent, 
where  the  first  cry  of  infancy  was  heard,  my 
passing  sigh  shall  escape.  I  was  bom  free  as  the 
mountain  deer — I  will  live  the  life  of  Uberty — 
and  when  my  mortal  course  ^'  is  well  nigh  done," 
the  tameless  spirit  shall  part  among  the  imtamed, 
and  but  one  command  be  given  —  to  bear  me 
hither,  and  lay  me  in  my  mother's  grave ! " 

m3 
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The  lolannity  of  tlie  place  *nd  hour,  As  era- 
feeoon  of  «  tale  of  blood,  struck  O^CtRUiOT,  finn 
»i  be  was,  with  a  fteling  of  uhiuhhI  deprMdon. 
Both  for  some  time  were  dlent ;  btit  the  Gipsy 
wai  the  first  to  break  it 

"  You  march  to-morrow ;  and  hen  we  part." 

"  And  that  we  ever  meet  Id  this  world  is  more 
than  doubtful"  Said  the  soldier,  with  a  deep  sigh. 

"  We  tkall  meet^  replied  the  Gipsy  solemnly. 
"  Better  we  did  not,  for  the  meeting  will  be  a 
mdancholy  one  fin*  both." 

'  Nonsense,   Ellen ;    you   yield    to   delusive 
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(( 


><  Yon  foretell  a  brave  and  noble 

^*  I  tell  only  what  is  decreed,-  die  retnmed. 

I  never  saw  a  hand  on  which  one  peacefiil 
lino  of  happiness  could  not  be  traced  but 
yours.  Welly  O'Connor,  you  have  the  Gipsy's 
blessing — ^we  must  separate.^ 

^'Stay,  Ellen;  before  you  leave  me,  will  you 
rejdy  to  some  questions  ?" 

*^  Ask !  they  shall  be  answered.^' 

*^  You  seem  to  love  one  person  as  ardently  as 
you  detest  another.  I  mean  your  r^ard  for 
Mary  Howard  appears  equalled  by  your  hatred 
of  her  lover." 

"  Why  should  I  not  love  her  tenderly  ? 
Breathes  there  a  being  that  should  have  the 
same  hold  upon  this  withered  heart  as  she?  That 
sweet  childi  who  lay  for  months  upon  my  bosom, 
as  though  I  had  been  her  mother — she,  whose 
rosy  lips  I  kissed  before  I  slept — she,  whose 
infant  prattle  was  the  first  sound  I  heard  for  many 
a  month  when  waking — she — the  child  of  him 
who  succoured  my  dying  parent,  and  who,  when 
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dewrted  b;  all. the  world  bende.  ahdtend .«iid 
protected  me.  O^Connor,  if  «  life  could  ieame 
the  luppiness,  and  avert  the  nuBfortunes  ttf  Hary 
Howard,  X  would  buy  her  weal  with  mine.  But, 
alaa  1  it  ii  &ted ;  tfae  decree  hu  gone  fiirth,  and 
destiny  wiU  be  fulfilled." 

'*  Nonsense,  Ellen.  I  am  no  belierer  in  blind 
predestination.  Warn  her  of  her  danger,  and 
you  will  avert  it." 

"No  —  she  would  not  believe  me — ^for  she 
could  not  comprehend  the  extent  of  man's 
villany— «nd  one  honeyed  word  &om  that  accom- 
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Listen — and  then  say  whether  the  dengns  of 
such  a  scoundiel,  are  not  more  formidable  than 
those  of  ordmary  profligates.  From  the  wild 
and  wandering  habits  of  our  tribes  things  are 
known  to  us,  that  would  almost  appear,  when 
unexplained,  rather  the  work  of  divination,  than 
limply  resulting  from  the  insight  into  human 
life,  which  an  eternal  change  of  place  and  an  ex- 
tended intercourse  with  the  whole  family  of  man 
afford  to  the  gipsy  tribe.  Humble  as  our  influ- 
ence may  seem,  it  reaches  where  it  could  not  be 
supposed.  To  us,  the  palace  is  open  as  the 
cottage ;  and  strange  and  wonderful  are  the 
mysteries  concealed  closely  from  the  world,  but 
every  day  revealed  to  us.  Tliose  whose  rank  and 
intellect  would  never  permit  them  to  stoop  and 
parley  with  a  wandering  mendicant,  pry  anxiously 
into  the  decrees  of  fate ;  and  men  who  proudly 
lock  their  secret  thoughts  and  actions  from  their 
equals,  open  them  unreservedly  to  a  vagabond 
like  me  !  This  may  appear  incredible,  but  re- 
member that  human  natxure   in  all  cases  and 
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« ia  the  ume :  the  life  of  th*  wiiMt 
U  but «  chspter  of  contndictioiw— and  oin^iag 
md  foll^,  weakness  and  detenninadon,  mix  ia 
■od  mar  the  deepest  schemes  which  mortal  foi«> 
sight  fiinns.  Now  hear  a  tale  of  villaajr— and. 
when  you  have  heard  it,  judge  whete&n  I 
tmnUe  fat  that  artless  girl. 

It  was  late  in  the  autumn  of  hut  year,  and  we 
had  been  Kgouming  in  the  noghbouriiood  of  a 
garrison  town.  We  were  encamped  npoa  a 
heath,  and  I  was  letuming  to  our  bivouac  tram 
I  village  in  the  vicinity  of  our  lialting-p1itce>  to 
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poor  Bufierer,  and  comforted  her  with  an  aani- 
rmce  of  immediate  succour.  The  Tehicle  came 
prompdy — I  removed  her  in  it  to  my  tent — laid 
her  on  my  own  bed— «and,  to  be  brief,  in  two 
hours  she  gave  birth  to  a  dead  child. 

I  saw  that  she  could  not  outlive  her  baby 
long — she  was  sinking  fast — and  all  I  could  do 
was  done.  Our  humble  means  and  skill  were 
exhausted  to  save  her ;  but  it  was  vain,  for  life 
was  ebbing.  The  delicacy  of  the  skin,  the  soft- 
ness of  the  hand,  the  fine  texture  of  her  under 
garments,  required  less  than  gipsy  acuteness  to 
ascertain  that  the  poor  sufferer  had  been  cradled 
in  the  lap  of  luxury.  Finding  herself  dying,  she 
requested  to  be  left  with  me  alone ;  a  wave  of 
the  hand  cleared  the  tent,  and  I  sat  down  beside 
her  humble  pallet. 

She  turned  her  fading  eye  on  mine — once  it 
had  been  a  soft  and  lustrous  hazel  one. 

^*  Thanks'^ — she  said,  ^^  my  last  thanks !  Oh, 
God  !  that  my  mother's  child  should  draw  her 
last  breath,  disgraced,  deserted,  and  even  without 
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the  oomKwt  of*  good  nun's  pntyec  1  Kind^iff^ 
liiteB  to  me — I  cannot  leave  the  worid  withoiUteUr 
ingyou  a  tale  of  crime— you  can  bear  endence  to 
ita  punishment.  Oh  >  Have  my  dying  nqoest 
attended  to.  Let  me  and  the  froit  of  my 
offinding  be  laid  in  hallowed  ground,  and  the 
child  of  sin  and  shame  sleep  in  the  same  e«tk; 
that  coven  ita  guilty  mother. 

*'  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  field-officer.  I  wjm 
fawn  in  India — my  mother  died,  and  1  wu  seat 
to  En^and  an  infant  There  I  lonainad  fi» 
many  years,  carefully  and  expenaivdy  oducalsd: 
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uakAclwii  to  the  other,  admnratioii  fiom  the  sftine 
source ;  md,  as  it  may  be  imagined^  mutual  nun 
was  the  conaequenoe. 

*^  My  strength  is  sinking/'  she  said,  ''  and 
let 'me  hurry  over  my  guilty  story. 

**  We  went  next  season  to  Harrowgate,  and 
there  met  one  whom,  even  in  death,  I  will 
not  name.  May  God  pardon  him  as  I  do ! 
He  was  introduced  to  my  unhappy  father, 
brought  to  the  house,  and,  with  the  unsuspicious 
confidence  of  a  man  who  knew  nothing  of  the 
world,  permitted  to  domesticate  himself  in  our 
family.  He  sought  every  opportunity  to  win  my 
affections,  and  told  an  artful  story,  which  lulled 
every  fear  to  rest ;  I  believed — confided — was 
fascinated — and  undone  ! 

"  Months  passed — shame  and  guilt  are  conse- 
quent on  each  other — and  mine  was  not  to  be 
ccmccaled.  I  urged  that  marriage  so  oflen  and 
so  solemnly  promised,  and  day  afler  day  my 
request  was  evaded.  At  last,  wearied  by  my 
importunities,  or  unable  to  dissemble  longer,  he 
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abntptlf  qwtted  the  hoose.  I  wrote  to  Ui* — 
appealed  to  his  better  feelingB,  and  Htatsd  the 
desperation  of  my  ovn.  I  conjured  him,  by  every 
holy  oath  and  promise,  to  rescue  me  from  the 
shame  he  had  vrought,  and  retrieve  irbmt  bdbrc 
had  been  as  unsullied  reputation.  By  ■  chftia 
of  accidents  the  letter  fell  into  my  &tfaer'i  bndt 
the  morning  after  his  own  wife  had  doped  widi 
my  betrayer ! 

•  ••••« 

"  What  was  the  result  P     The  abused  old  nun 

retired  to  his  chamber,  and,  while   reaaon  was 
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yaafound  me.  A  rush  of  horses  caused  me  to 
look  xound— 4t  was  an  officer  and  lady,  followed 
by  a  servant.  They  passed  me  at  speed.  One 
glance—- and  it  was  fatal.  It  was  my  seducer — 
and  his  wretched  victim — my  fiither^s  wife  !*"   , 

Her  failing  strength  could  hold  out  no  longer. 
She  fell  heavily  on  my  breast — I  called  for  help, 
and  had  wine  administered.  Once  or  twice 
she  essayed  to  speak — ^but  the  words  were  unin* 
telligible — and  with  one  long  deep  sigh — the 
parting  struggle  of  a  broken  heart— she  drooped 
her  head  forward  and  expired  in  my  arms. 

^* Great  God!  can  there  be  such  villany  on 
earth,  and  it  remain  unpunished?"  exclaimed 
the  soldier,  as  Ellen's  melancholy  narrative  ended. 
^^  I  had  heard  that  before  he  joined  us,  Phillips 
had  been  engaged  in  an  affair  of  gallantry,  but 
the  lady^s  levity  was  so  great,  that  in  a  few 
months  she  left  him  for  another." 

"  Ay,^  replied  the  Gipsy ;  "  that  was  the 
wc^hless  wife.  Shame  closed  the  lips  of  the 
poor  sufferer,  and  she  carried  her  secret  to  the 
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gnTe,  while  her  abandoned  atepmothn  gkiried 
in  an  open  exhibition  of  her  infamy.  Tbna  4 
part  only  of  the  vilUny  of  PhilKpa  was  known, 
and  that  infinitdy  the  more  pardonable  tX  hia 
proceedings.  It  ie  dme  to  separate;  and  we 
ninat  part^' 

"  I  am  deeply  grieved,"  said  the  soldier,  "  to 
tfaiDk  that  poor  Mary  should  be  exposed  to  the 
artifices  of  that  accomplished  scoundrd.  Had  I 
remained  in  England  my  threatened  Tsngeanee 
might  have  restrained  him.  AU  tliat  can  be 
hoped  JB  from  her  high  nrinciplcB,  and  his  das- 
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*'  Faiewdl)^  she  muttered — and  O'Connor 
felt  her  tears  upon  his  cheek.  <^  It  is  the  parting 
kiss  of  firiendsh^ ;  and  thine  are  the  last  lips 
that  shall  ever  press  the  Gipsy^s  !• — Farewdl/' 

The  words  were  scarcely  spoken  until  she 
glided  from  his  side.  He  saw  her  dark  form 
vanish  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  tower — her 
footsteps  died  away  in  the  silence  of  the  night, 
and  the  soldier  felt  himself  now  the  only  living 
thing  among  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 

*^  Strange  and  eventful  is  that  woman's  his* 
toiy  *' — he  murmured.  ^*  A  heart  in  which  daring 
and  tenderness  unite — a  mind  in  which  madness 
and  intelligence  are  so  blended."  He  mused  for 
a  few  minutes  on  his  own  wayward  fortunes,  and 
then^  with  a  deep  sigh  left^  as  he  imagined,  the 
village  churchyard  for  ever. 

When  he  reached  the  inn  he  found  that  all  but 
his  own  servant  had  retired  to  bed,  and  he  deli- 
vered a  letter  to  his  master.  It  was  an  official 
note  from  Phillips,  stating  that  he  had  been 
unexpectedly  called  away,  and  begging  that  the 
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Mftjor  would  excuM  liim  from  mitrrfhing  with 
the  detachmeat.  His  tbeeiice  was  a  relief  to  hii 
mal ;  and  O'Connor  was  thus  saved  the  annoy- 
ance of  holding  any  further  intercourse  with  a 
man  whom  he  so  thotoughly  hated  and  des[Hsed. 


r»  14 
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DEPARTURE  FROM  COUNTRY  QUAR^ 
TERS— A  PARTING  INTERVIEW. 


King  Henry.  On,  on,  ye  noble  English — 

For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base. 

That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes. 

I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slip, 

Straining  upon  the  start — the  game's  afoot  .* 

Follow  your  spirit. 

King  Henrt  V. 


Pistol.      Touch  her  soft  mouth  and  march. 


Ibid, 
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CHAPTER  XL 


DEPARTURE  FROM  COUNTRY  QUARTERS— 
A  PARTING  INTERVIEW. 


The  morning  sun  had  scarcely  broken  on  an 
unclouded  sky  when  the  bugle  sounded,  and  the 
village  street  showed  signs  of  military  prepara- 
tion. The  baggage  was  already  gone,  and  the 
men,  in  fnll  marching  order,  were  falling  in  before 
the  Greyhound.  B^ing  the  elite  companies  of  a 
light  in&ntry  regiment,  their  dress  and  appear- 
ance were  smart  and  soldierly.  All  were  in  the 
prime  of  life,  or  entering  on  the  world,  with  the 
ardour  of  "  hope-fed  youth ;"  while  the  prospect 
of  a  bustling  campaign  added  to  the  excitement 
attendant  on  a  change  of  quarters. 

VOL.  I.  o 
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Yet  looking  down  the  line,  here  md  then  a 
Uee  might  be  discovered,  on  which  symptoma  of  . 
depresnon  could  be  traced.  Rustic  liaiaon*  bad 
been  interrupted  by  a  summonB  to  the  field — the 
raw  soldier  fancied  he  was  leaving  Ashfi^  with 
a  broken  heart — while  streaming  eyes  from  many 
a  cottage-window,  told  that  he  bad  not  urged  his 
suit  in  vain.  For  these  sentimental  rafibrings, 
alas !  there  was  no  sympathy.  At  the  aot- 
rows  of  his  young  companion  the  older  soldier 
Uughed,  as  he  &vouied  him  with  a  long  list  of 
sundry  demoisctles  whom   in  hia  time  he   had 
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bugles  played  a  quick  step,  and  Ashfield  was 
left. 

As  the  gay  detachment  passed  through  the 
street,  hands  were  kissed  and  handkerchiefs 
waved  their  mute  adieus.  Of  all  the  village  belles, 
the  prettiest  and  the  tenderest  of  the  sufferers 
was  the  fiur  milliner.  Unconsciously  O^Connor 
had  achieved  a  conquest  there.  His  graceftd 
farewell  was  afterwards  long  remembered,  and  for 
many  a  month  Miss  Burnett  never  named  ^^  the 
brave  and  gentle  Irishman,"  but  an  involuntary 
sigh  betrayed  the  deep  impression  the  manly  and 
unpretending  soldier  had  left  behind. 

Alas !  while  he  kissed  his  hand  to  her,  he  was 
only  thinking  of  another.  The  line  of  march  was 
directly  before  the  windows  of  the  parsonage; 
and  as  he  approached  the  dwelling  of  his  lost 
love,  he  felt  a  sinking  of  the  heart  as  if  he  was 
bidding  happiness  an  eternal  farewelL  Fearing 
that  any  eye  should  remark  his  visible  agitation, 
he  ordered  the  music  which  had  ceased,  to  play 
again.     Phillips,  whose  taste  was  excellent,  had 
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occaaioiully  directed  the  bagle  pnctie^  and  bad 
chosen  pieces  for  thdr  perfonnance.  AnKmg 
others  fae  had  amnged  Mary  Howard's  Bong; 
and,  as  if  it  were  to  more  pointedly  recil  the 
hite  scene  of  O'Connor's  rejection,  it  was  that 
tune  that  the  bugle-master  selected. 

Mr.  Howard  was  standing  at  the  entrance  of 
his  avenue,  and  as  the  detachment  passed  him,  h« 
took  leave  of  his  fiiends  individually.  O'Connw 
palled  up  his  hone  and  dismounted ;  while  tb* 
old  man,  under  considerable  emotion,  bade  him  a 
kind  fiuewell. 
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by  a  singular  accident  crossed  the  line  of  march, 
and  formed  a  strange  and  melancholy  contrast 
to  the  gay  procession  it  encountered. 

<<  That  is,  indeed,  a  striking  picture/'  he  con- 
tinued. *^  How  emblematic  of  human  life !  in 
which  brightness  and  gloom  are  so  intimately 
blended !  Your  procession,  fiiU  of  high  hope  and 
entering  on  its  brilliant  and  exciting  career,  and 
yon  dark  train  winding  to  the  close  of  every 
mortal  course — the  same  goal  at  which  the  race 
of  ally  the  fortunate  and  the  miserable,  must  ter- 
minate— the  grave — the  grave !  God  bless  you, 
my  friend.  If  an  old  man's  prayers  can  win 
prosperity,  you  have  my  warmest  ones  for  your 
happiness. — Farewell.  It  is  unlikely  that  in  this 
world  we  shall  ever  meet  again.  May  we  meet 
in  a  better  one !  ^ 

A  tear  stole  down  his  cheek  as  he  pressed  the 
soldier's  hand,  and  left  him  to  join  the  funeral 
train. 

To    meet    Mary   Howard    again  was  what 
O^Connor  neither  expected  nor  desired.     It  was 

o2 
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however  uiMvoidftbl&  A  servtnt  took  hie  hotae, 
and  he  hurried  along  the  avenue  a«  if  anxwaa  to 
get  a  painful  interviev  u  qiucUjr  ended  as  he 
could.  In  the  tame  room  in  whidi  hit  rait  had 
been  r^ected,  he  found  her  whom  he  had  loved 
and  lost. 

Maiy  Howard  w«a  in  tears;  and  the  soldiar 
was  deeply  a&cted  as  he  sate  down  beade  hor. 
She  was  the  first  to  speak. 

'*  And  you  would  have  left  us,  Major  O'Connor, 
without  bidding  me  farewell.  Alas!  have  I  so 
ioon  forfeited  your  iriendship  ? " 
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(( 


It  is  only  for  Mary  Howard  to  name  her  wishes, 
and  finr  me  to  see  them  gratified/* 

You  are  leaying  England/'  she  continued,  in 
a  broken  voice ;  **  and  God  knows  how  many 
chances  are  against  our  ever  meeting.  That  my 
feelings  for  your  future  happiness  are  deep  and 
lasting,  my  own  heart  can  best  tell.  Is  tliere  any 
impropriety  in  confessing  that  regard  which  a 
sister  may  bestow?  Such  is  mine  for  you, 
O^Connor.  I  am  affianced  to  another ;  my  hand 
is  plighted  to  him — him  I  shall  love  as  a  wife 
loves — you  as  an  only  brother." 

She  burst  into  tears;  and  the  soldier  was 
deeply  agitated. 

"  The  request  I  would  make,  is  that  you 
will  send  me  your  picture.  When  far  away  I 
will  think  of  you  and  pray  for  you." 

The  soldier  pressed  her  to  his  heart.  Oh ! 
Mary,  had  we  met  sooner  or  never,  I  should  have 
been  spared  an  aching  heart.  Your  wishes  shall 
be  obeyed." 

**  I   thank  you.     Here  is  a  little  token  of 
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afEection.    When  yon  look  at  H,  ■ 

member  her  tbtt  gave  it." 

It  wu  a  locket,  contuniiig  a  vell-«zecnted 
miniature  and  s  ringlet  of  her  beautifiil  hair. 
The  soldier  placed  it  in  hia  boaom,  and  fix  nme 
ume  both  continued  silent.  At  last  O'Connor 
rose^ 

"  It  is  painful,  Mary,  to  say  fiu-ewell ;  but  the 
word  must  be  spoken." 

"  Farew^,  my  friend — my  brother ! "  and, 
yielding  to  feelings  that  could  not  be  controlled, 
she  lud  her  head  upon  his  shoulder,  and  wept 
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a  heart  as  ever  beat  for  woman  had  been  ofiered 
and  refused;  and,  fiucinated  by  the  artfol 
homage  of  a  traitor,  the  cup  of  happmess  had 
been  within  her  grasp — and  in  a  luckless  hour 
she  rejected  it! 


THE  MARCH  FROM  ASHFIELD. 


Hebmione.  Pray  you,  sit  by  us. 

And  telPs  a  tale. 
Mamilius.  Merry  or  sad  shall 't  be  ? 

Hekmione.         As  merry  as  you  will. 

Winter's  Talk. 
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THE  CARD-CASE. 

Babdolph.    Sir  John,  you  are  so  fretful,  you  cannot  llye 

long. 

King  Henbt  IV. 

Hotspur.  Tell  me,  tell  me. 

How  show*!!  his  tasking  ?  Seem*d  it  in  contempt? 

Vebnon.    No,  by  my  soul ;  I  never  in  my  life. 

Did  hear  a  challenge  urged  more  modestly. 

Ibid. 

Caius.     Vat  be  you  all,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come  for  ? 
Host.     To  see  thee  fight. 

Page.     Master  Shallow,  you  have  yourself  been  a  great 
fighter. 

Merrt  Wives  of  Windsor. 


VOL.  II. 
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THE  CARD^ASE. 


It  was  eoon  after  tbe  affiui  of  New  Ross  that 
I  obtained  leave  of  absence  from  the  general  of 
the  distnct,  and  repaired  to  the  metropolis.  I 
had  been  wounded  by  a  rebel  from  a  window  with 
a  slug;  and  though  it  traTersed  the  bone  with- 
out causing  any  injury,  yet  from  the  eccentiic 
direction  it  had  taken,  an  experienced  practitioner 
was  required  to  discoYer  and  extract  it. 

Two  or  three  d&ys  after  the  operation  had  been 
succeBsfiilty  performed,  I  found  myself  able  to 
move  about,  and  set  out  to  visit  some  of  my 
acquaintances,  who  happened  to  be  sojourning  to 
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the  capital.  Among  others  thete  vag  a  Innsman 
of  my  mother,  named  Roderick  O'Oogberly. 
He  resided  constantly  in  toim,  occupying  a  small 
houae  in  Kildare-^treet,  and  thither  I  directed 
my  course. 

Roderick  was  the  youngest  son  of  my  grand- 
uncle.  He  had  him  educated  for  a  pnest,  but 
Roderick  preferred  the  trade  of  anns.  Eaily  in 
life  he  entered  the  Austrian  service,  and  through 
many  up  and  downs  of  fortune,  nused  himself  to 
the  rank  of  Major-general,  with  die  reputation  of 
being  a  stout  soldier.     An  unexpected  succession 
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many  of  the  ills  of  Hfe,  had  certainfy  wioiight 
no  change  for  the  better  in  either  the  health  or 
temper  of  my  mother*8  Idnsntan,  the  worthy  oom- 
mander. 

Whether  his  claims  rested  upon  repntadon  in 
anns  or  on  acquired  wealth,  no  man  exacted 
more  attention  from  his  relations  to  the  third  and 
fimrth  generadon,  than  Roderick  O'Dc^herty. 
The  most  constant  and  punctilious  inquiries  after 
his  health  were  indispensable,  and  the  slightest 
omission  was  booked  in  the  tablets  of  his  memory 
against  the  unhappy  offender.  To  viat  him,  Hea- 
ven knows,  was  any  thing  but  an  agreeable  du^. 
If  he  happened  to  be  gouty  or  rheumatic,  one  was 
doomed  to  listen  patiently  to  a  narrative  ci  his 
sufferings,  and  the  deepest  sympathy  expected  in 
return  for  this  condescension  on  his  part,  in  favour- 
ing you  with  a  detail  of  his  afflictions.  If  there 
was  any  abatement  of  his  numerous  maladies,  the 
unhappy  visiter  was  martyred  with  interminable 
anecdotes  of  the  seven  years'  war,  and  the  ex- 
ploits of  a  Baron  Fuffenberg,  to  whom  half  a 
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century  before   the  gallint  genenl    had  been 
ude-de-camp. 

OfsU  Roderick's  kindred,  I,  probably,  w«g 
the  least  aggiduous  in  my  attentiona.  Moat  of 
them  were  more  closely  related  than  myself,  and 
tlierefbre,  I  was  not  likely  to  figure  in  bis  last 
vill  and  testament.  In  his  best  humour  the 
commander  was  a  bore,  and  in  his  ill-temper  a 
firelvand.  I  was  not  obliged,  I  thought,  to  lis- 
ten to  long  stories,  or  submit  to  bis  irtitalnlity, 
eapedally  as  it  was  more  than  doubtfbl  that  after 
be  had  been  gathered  to   Iiis  fathers,  I  should 
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JOB.  One  of  honest  Philip's  intelligent  looki 
lold  me  "to  prepare  for  squalls."  "  The  ould 
^gentleman  had  the  divil's  night  of  it ! "  he 
whiqiered  as  I  mounted  the  stairs.  "  There  was 
BO  standing  him  this  morning,  good  or  bad.  He 
VW  M  sbwit  in  the  temper  as  cat's  hair,  and 
would  fiet  a  saint,  let  alone  a  sinner  like  me." 
With  this  pleasant  intimation,  and  Uie  proepoct 
of  an  agreeable  tete'd-tite,  I  was  conducted  to 
the  presence. 

I  foimd  the  commander  ensconced  in  an  easy 
duur  with  his  infirm  foot  resting  on  a  hassock, 
and  a  thick-winded  pug  reposing  before  the 
sounder  member.  I  looked  at  my  distinguished 
relative,  and  a  crosser-looking  elderly  gentleman 
a  dog  never  barked  at !  If,  as  it  was  said,  the 
Irish  adventurers  bo  frequently  found  in  the  ranks 
of  continental  princes,  were  as  dangerous  to  the 
fur  as  formidable  to  their  enemies,  I  am  per- 
suaded that  Hoderick  was  a  virtuous  exception. 
He  was  now  a  little  pursy  man,  fat  enough  for  a 
fiiar,  with  thin  legs  and  small  gray  f^es,  ready 
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to  fire  Dp  at  the  slightest  proTocatioB.  Hi§  noM 
waa  short  and  up^onied,  and  had  vera  bees  aa 
organ  that  a  statnaiy  would  have  wleeted  ftc  • 
CMt.  Yet,  stunted  as  it  was,  a  Holan,  it  qK 
peared,  bad  fimcied  it  for  sabre  pn^tice,  aad  hy 
a  bisecting  war  rendered  it  the  more  ranatfaUflk 
The  commander  was  wrapped  in  a  flansd  dreea 
lag-gown,  and  wore  a  purple  Telvet  ni^itcqp. 
His  hair,  white  aa  snow,  was  combed  back  into  a 
qaene,  and  secured  with  an  ample  bow  rf  Uadc 
ribbon.  As  a  sort  of  moral  for  a  ■oUier'fl  use, 
there  was  no  weapon  visilxle  in  the  apartment ; 
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FUi!  Nowadays  men  make  a  worit  about 
BOthing.  I  lemeniber  Coimt  Schxoeder  gol  a 
muakei-liallet  in  the  hqp,  at  Bieda,  and  he  had 
k  out  and  was  on  horaebadL  again  the  aeoond 
morning.  Soldiefa  were  aoldierB  then !  What 
the  devil  were  you  about  at  Ross?  You  ma- 
naged matters  prettily." 

^  I  think  we  did,""  I  replied  stoutly. 

'<  Pish !  Why  did  you  let  the  rdbels  into 
the  town?*' 

*^  Why — because  we  could  not  keep  them  out' 

«  Pshaw !"  he  growled  testUy.  "  I  tell  you 
how  poor  dear  Puffenberg  and  I  would  have 
managed  matters.  We  would  have  laned  them 
with  artillery — guns  double  loaded  with  grape 
and  canister  at  point-blank  distance— charged 
while  the  head  of  the  column  was  brok^  and 
supported  the  cavalry  with — ^ 

<'  We  had  no  artillery  but  a  few  battalion 
pieces  and  a  couple  of  old  ship-guns." 

<<  Humph  !^  growled  the  commander.  ^'  Why 
not  try  cavalry  ?  " 
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*'  Canliy  could  not  act.  The  maaecs  were 
dnue,  the  street  filled  irith  {nkemen,  and  dw 
■rindowB  crowded  with  musketeers.  What  bn- 
pression  could  cavalry  make  against  tebds  in 
dote  column  with   pikes  nxteen  feet  long?" 

"  Humph ! " 

"  It  was  the  gallantest  affair  duiing  the  reb^ 
liim,  and  old  Johnson  fought  tt  nobly." 

"  Humph  I  Well,  you  dine  here  to-day  at 
five  ?    You'll  meet  your  cousin  Hector." 

"  I  am  unftrtunately  eng^ed." 

"  Humph !      Always  eng^ed.      No  matter. 
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I  left  him,  glad  of  escaping  more  of  the  remi« 
niacences  of  Baron  Puffenberg;  and  as  I  was 
being  let  out,  found  Hector  the  hope  of  the 
O^Dogherties  knocking  at  the  door.  He  tamed 
with  me  down  the  street,  and  at  once  commenced 
a  detail  of  his  sufferings,  and  a  diatribe  touching 
his  uncled  parsimony.  No  one  was  worse  calcu- 
lated to  dance  attendance  on  a  peevish  invalid 
than  Roderick's  heir^apparent.  He  was  a  wild, 
headstrong,  mercurial  chfiractcr  —  a  union  of 
opposite  qualities— a  mixture  of  good  and  evil, 
and  unhappily  for  himself,  the  latter  predomi- 
nated. 

Hector  was  scarcely  twenty,  and  one  of  the 
handsomest  lads  I  ever  saw.  His  education  was 
imperfect  and  his  principles  lax.  Had  he  been 
carefully  brought  up,  and  the  bad  portions  of  his 
disposition  eradicated  while  a  boy,  he  might 
have  made  a  valuable  man.  But  he  had  been 
spoiled  by  a  weak  mother — ^his  vices  had  been 
permitted  to  nm  riot — and  at  the  early  age  of 
twenty.  Hector  was  a  gambler  and  a  duellist. 
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His  means — those  of  the  wn  of  in  onlwr* 
Tused  gentlemui — were  not  Sonriihing ;  bat  Us 
credit,  based  upon  the  expectancy  of  BoeceediHg 
to  the  property  of  his  uncle  the  gcnetal,  kept 
him  afloat.  MeTertheless,  a  desperate  lore  of 
I^  placed  him  in  eternal  difficulties,  and  his 
pogoadous  ajMiit  was  under  a  conatant  escitemeaat. 
Bis  end  was  what  might  be  easily  anticipated. 
He  quarrelled  at  a  billiaid-table  irilh  a  gambler 
•a  fiery  and  wayward  as  himself,  and,  aa  we  say  in 
Connaught,  was  left  next  moning  ^qoireiiiig 
on  a  daisy.** 
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erery  quarter's  check  accompanied  by  a  groan 
that  would  lead  a  stranger  to  suppose  the  old 
dumudgeon  was  in  amvulsious  and  a  torrent  of 
abuse  that  a  pickpocket  would  not  stand,  I  must 
visit  him  twice  a  day,  dine  with  him  on  mutton 
chops,  dawdle  four  hours  over  a  rascally  jnnt  of 
dieny*  and  listen  to  his  d — d  yams  about  Puf- 
fenberg  and  Schroeder,  and  the  siege  of  Breda. 
Does  he  suspect  that  I  shake  the  elbow  ?  ^ 

<<  Of  that,  Hector,  I'll  tell  you  more  after 
breakfast  to-morrow.  I  am  going  to  him  by 
special  appointment,  to  hear  a  full  detaS  of  your 
delinquencies." 

«<  Do  you  dine  with  the  old  tiger  to-day  ?  ^ 

**  I  should  be  devilish  sorry  to  interrupt  your 
tcte-artete.     I  told  him  I  was  engaged." 

^^Ah! — if  I  dare  refuse!  But  one  whisper 
that  I  handled  a  cue  or  threw  a  main,  and  my 
ruin  was  complete.  I  am  forced  to  humour  the 
old  salamander,  though  it  breaks  my  heart. 
Well,  you  will  meet  me  at  Darcy's  ?  Well  have 
a  grilled  bone,  and  some  sober  conversation/' 
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I  declined;  but  Hector  was  so  ra^ent,  ihat  at 
lut  I  reluctantly  consented.  Tlie  trath  «m,  be 
had  already  embroiled  me  in  a  quarrel,  and  intro- 
duced me,  on  one  occonon,  to  a  ganung^ome 
where  I  had  been  pretty  smartly  plucked. 

The  lieutenant  burst  into  a  loud  Uugli — 
"  Well  said — Pat  Hang  it,  we  nerer  g«ve  you 
the  credit  you  deserve  for  high  morality,  and  anti- 
duelling  principles  into  the  ba^ain." 

O'Brien  coloured,  and  replied,  "Many,  Lo- 
rimcr,  hive  been  misunderstood;  and  sudi  haa 
been  my  case.     Circumstances  inrolTed  me  in 
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Tlie  fint  is  bad  enough;  Imt  lie  is  iimoceiit 
when  oompaied  with  the  second.  True,  he  mty 
inyolve  you  in  a  qumrel,  Imt  chance  may  extri- 
cate you  uninjured,  or  you  may  escape  with  a 
broken  bone — but  from  the  other  ihere  is  no 
deliverance.  Titled  or  untitled  it  is  all  the  same. 
He  who  will  not  spare  wife,  children,  Idndred, 
friends — ^will  he  show  mercy  to  an  acquaintance? 
Trust  me,  no  honour  binds  him.  The  gambler, 
when  he  has  you  in  his  hand,  will  fleece  you  to 
the  last  guinea.  Hope  nothing  from  his  name — 
nothing  firom  his  character.  Though  his  lineage 
be  old  as  the  Conqueror — though  his  name  be 
one  that  fortune  enrols  as  foremost  in  her  list — 
*  the  man's  a  man  for  a^  that.^  He  plays,  and  is 
obnoxious  to  plunder  himself;  and  if  he  can  do 
it  he  plunders  in  return.  The  duellist  is  bad 
enough,  but—  '^ 

**  Why,  d — n  it,  Pat,  you  have  fought  four 
times  yourself ! " 

'^I  have,  and  I  regret  it.    One  unfortunate 
affair,  I  lament  to  add,  has  left  this  hand  bloodv. 
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I  hsrebesi  twice  uoftca  in  tbe  Add  MMeoad; 
and,  thank  God,  no  toad  vbm  I  wKnmtfmati. 
&1L  I  have,  nnhulilT,  when  *— ■■■■■M-  ■■£•• 
tioD  vu  rejected  or  impracticiUe,  be^  sens* 
■tsted  to  mart  to  the  Int  and  wont  alUiMiiw 
the  oode  of  hononr  tanctioDi;  but,  faifine'ac^ 
bogra,  he  who  ii  fiom  unxmily  j^rtf  to  a  dnd* 
win  nerer  eiperience  mov  plrainn  dmi  'wbem 
he  hnngs  two  bnve  men  &tm  UK  gnnmd,  n^n^ 
jmcd  in  person  and  reputation.^ 

"  lids  ii  a  new  doctrine  of  O'Bii^'a,"  Had  • 
jvaag  soballan.     "  And  we  a>e  not  to  fig^  It 
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be  Us  fint  care.  Tlie]iuuiwlio8eepange|8eBte« 
ififM  is  Toy  sddom  called  upon;  and  the  man 
who  will  fight  wiD  lardy  volunteer  «  quaneL 
dace,  the  bnYe  pass  through  life  generally 
lISlRndmg  othen  and  unmolested  themselyes/' 
^i^  Itow  came  it  then,  Pat,  that  with  those 
JEBlngs  you  have  been  so  pardculaily  unfor- 
tAafe?'' 

'"^  Smply  because  I  joined  a  regiment  that  was 
n&erably  divided  among  themselves.  County 
pofidcs  were  its  cause — patronage  was  shamefully 
Jbused — ^men  of  obscure  birth  and  disreputable 
character  obtained  commissions ;  and  in  the  — — 
miGtia  there  were  persons  who  should  have 
worn  no  epaulet,  except  a  footman's.  But  why 
waste  good  counsel  upon  idle  boys?  all  is  lost 
upon  them ;  and  though  speakbg  for  the  last  five 
imnutes  like  an  oracle,  I  might  just  as  well  have 
been  whistling  jigs  to  a  milestone.  But  to  resume 
my  story.  Fortunately  for  myself  I  was  an  hour 
too  late  in  keeping  my  engagement  with  my 
cousin ;  and  when  I  reached  EarUstreet,  found 

VOL.    II.  c 
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Daity's  whole  establiifainent  in  deipente  ooa- 
modon.  There  were  in  every  directios  the  qre 
turned  to  incontestaUe  symptomi  of  s  geiunl 
raw;  and  the  mortal  remuiiB  of  plKet,  cBdM^ 
and  decanters,  were  strewn  about  the  xoom,  OaA 
as  leaves  in  Vallombnna.  From  a  waiter,  who 
had  been  complimented  with  a  blade  eje,  I 
learned  some  pardcularB  of  the  battle.  Hector 
had  been  there,  and  ordered  snpper ;  nte  down 
in  expectation  of  my  aniral,  and  managed  to  kSl 
time  while  waiting  for  me  by  quaneUing  inA  a 
military  party  in  the  oppodte  box.    Two  or  three 
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directed  my  steps  to  the  watefahouse  to  vkit  my 
aflSicted   kinsman. 

I  leached  the  place»  and  thinking  it  prudent 
to  reomnoitre  befine  I  made  my  etUreef  I  peeped 
■lily  over  the  hatdi.  There  was  Hector,  with  son- 
dry  other  malefitctOTs,  in  ^^  durance  vile.''  By  a 
stranger  my  cousin  might  have  been  readily  mis- 
taken for  the  commander  of  the  garrison,  he  ap- 
peared so  perfectly  at  home,  and  exercised  such 
absolute  authority.  The  constable  of  the  night 
and  Roderick's  heir  presumptive  were  seated  in 
dose  conclave  in  a  comer,  and  from  their  position 
being  contiguous  to  the  door,  I  could  overhear  the 
whole  colloquy.    Dogberry  was  remonstrating. 

'^  Arrah,  Hecthur  astore.*  Arrab,  now  it*s  too 
bad— the  third  night  this  week.  Have  ye  no 
conscience,  man,  in  tattering  that  unfortunate 
tailor  out  of  bed.  Upon  my  sowl,  he  has  a 
cough  chat  would  scar  ye.  He's  a  wakely  cQvil; 
and  as  his  wife  said  the  last  night,  if  ye'll  drag 

*  AngSce,  Hector  darling. 
c2 
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him  out  of  his  warm  bed,  yeH  hive  his  life  to 
answer  for." 

*'  Pshaw ! "  ejaculated  the  prisoner.  <'  He 
chai^^  for  all  in  the  account.  I  never  knock 
him  up  ftir  bail  but  he  lays  it  thick  upon  the  next 
order.  Send  for  him,  Brady ;  get  in  aa  mo^ 
porter  and  whiskey  as  will  make  all  drunk,  and 
well  sit  down  comfortably  at  the  fire."        * 

"  Make  way  for  Mistur  O'Dogher^,"  roared 
diverB  of  the  body-guard.  "  Get  up,  yon  in  the 
comer  there.  Arrah !  get  out  of  the  way ;  the 
gentleman^s  a  regular  customer,  and  we  don't  see 
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It  no  hour  for  salutations  and  quickly  retreated 
to  ^<  mine  inn,^  leaving  the  task  of  Hector^s  deli- 
verance to  the  worthy  artist^  who,  as  it  would 
appear,  was  my  cousin's  '^  standing  bail." 

Next  day  I  repaired  to  KUdare-street  in  due 
time ;  and  it  was  lucky  that  I  was  so  regular, 
for  Phil  made  a  most  alarming  report  Over- 
night the  gout  had  seized  upon  Roderick's  better 
member;  he  was  in  considerable  pain^  and  as 
Clancy  said,  <^  the  priest  himself  dam't  go  near 
him."  To  add  to  the  misfortune,  several  gen- 
tlemen  had  called  early  in  the  morning,  stated 
their  business  to  be  urgent,  and  could  scarcely  be 
restrained  by  the  valet  &om  invading  the  sacred 
precincts  of  the  commander's  bedroom.  Thus 
Roderick  had  been  disturbed  before  his  time,  was 
consequently  in  most  abominable  temper,  and  I, 
alas !  should  in  all  likelihood  be  obliged  to  bear 
the  first  burst  of  gout  and  irritability. 

I  found  hira  in  company  with  his  pug— par 
uobile — Ireland  could  not  match  them.  Roderick 
was  ready  for  battle ;  and  though  it  was  not  five 
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mmutes  past  eleven,  he  rated  me  for  the  ddby. 
Bretldmst  passed,  and  the  General  cmnmenced ; 

*■  I  had  an  infernal  night  of  it — gout  in  the 
knee  first ;  then  moved  to  the  ankle ;  lame  in  both 
legs ;  no  sleep ;  could  have  dosed  a  little  in  the 
morning,  when  three  scoundrels,  iritb  knocks  that 
I  thought  would  have  demolished  the  door,  dis- 
tnibed  me.  Well  they  did  not  break  into  my 
bedroom  !  Private  business  forsooth.  I'm  pes- 
tered with  fellows  of  their  kind ;  force  tiidr  way 
up  under  false  pretences,  all  for  one  porpose— 
-bciTirint;.       I    have   found  Aladdin's 


THE  CARD-CASE.  23 

^  Humph  !  *'  he  growled  ''  All  words — ^mere 
wdds  of  course.  But,  nqrarding  Hector — I  hear 
he  b  dissipated — drinks — brawls — ^plsys.  I  want 
yon  to  ascertain  the  truth,  and  fp^e  me  quiet 
and  confidential  information  of  his  general  pro- 
ceedings.^ 

I  fired  at  the  propositicm,  and  lodng  all  dread 
of  the  commander  boldly  renounced  the  com* 
mission. 

^^Why,  sir,  what  the  devil  do  you  take  me 
fiir?  I  turn  spy  upon  my  kinsman  !  By  heaven! 
if  a  stranger  proposed  such  an  employment,  he 
should  dearly  repent  that  he  offered  such  an 
indignity.'" 

The  commander  felt  the  rebuke,  and  b^an 
muttering  what  he  intended  as  a  qualification. 

<^  No,  Pat — no.  D — ^n  it,  I  did  not  mean 
that  you  should  be  a  spy ;  but — but — " 

^^  But,  sir,  yours  was  a  proposition  which  no 
gentleman  could  listen  to ;  and  I  wish  you  a  good 
morning.'' 

"  Stop,   I  say— stop  ! "    The  hall-bell  rang 
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violently.  "  Confound  it !  the  hotoen  of  ;fini^ 
men's  tempers  is  nowkdays  intolei«bl&  T)m  it 
I  suppose  one  of  these  dunned  Tintera ;  but  if  I 
don't  despatch  him  in  double  quick,  my  name'i 
not  Roderick ! " 

The  commander  was  right  in  his  suppodtion. 
Clancy  announced  the  stnuigei  u  one  of  tbe 
sleep-breakers ;  handed  in  a  card,  on  which  wm 
engraved,  "  Mr.  Alleyn,  40th  Raiment;"  and 
next  moment  the  gentleman  was  ushered  iib 

He  was  quite  a  lad,  and  also  a  very  young 
soldier ;  for  whether  it  was  the  importance  of  bifl 
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are  Mr.  AUeyn?^  and  the  surly  commander 
examined  the  young  man's  card. 

*'  Tea,  sir,  my  name  is  Alleyn ;  and,  sir — 
hem — ^it  has  ^ven  me  pain,  to  be  obliged — ^heml 
— ^to  call  on  you — ^for — " 

^<  Sir — I  imderstand  you — I  am  a  plain  man, 
and  hate  long  speeches.  In  a  word,  sir,  you 
might  have  spared  your  call ;  it  will  procure  you 
nothing  from  me." 

"  This  is  very  strange,  sir — ^your  character — ^ 

"  Pish  I  sir.  I  donH  care  a  fig  what  any  man 
says — and  to  cut  short  the  interview,  you  may  be 
t)ff  and  try  some  other  fool." 

*f  Sir— this  is  unaccountable !  I  am  not  ex- 
perienced in  such  matters,  and  confess  I  am 
rather  embarrassed — " 

^<  No  doubt,  sir,  a  common  consequence  of 
imprudence.     I  am  busy,  sir,  and  you  intrude." 

The  young  man  reddened  to  the  ears. 

"  Sir,  this  won't  do.  If  you  think  to  bully, 
you  are  mistaken.  I  insist  on  an  immediate  ex- 
planation." 
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**  Why,  Munds !  Do  you  thmten  me  in 
my  own  house  ?  I  suppose  you  intend  cwnniit- 
tiiig  a  bor^aiy.  Here,  C]ansy,  show  ham  Ae 
door." 

"  You  shall  hear  me,  sir !  I  bare  duni  upon 
yoQ  that  must  be  satiified  before  I  leave  tlus." 

"  Why,  you  audadous  scoundrel !  Go  for  a 
peace  officer,  Clancy.    Ill  have  yon  aetded." 

*<  Ah !  I  understand  you ;  and  it  is  tane  to 
leave  you,  sir,  when  you  resort  to  the  pdice. 
But  let  me  say,  that  your  conduct  is  ungoille- 
Inaiily,  and    your  meanness  disgraceful  to  tlie 
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**  I  wish  I  knew  where  the  sooondxel  could  be 
found,  I  would  indict  htm.  I  wouldy  hy  enrj 
thing  litigious^  tot  attempting  to  obtain  money 
by  intimidation.  Hish! — my  toe — my  toe! 
The  ^nllain — ^to  Gmcy  that  I  was  to  be  bullied. 
Hish !— Hish !     Another  fit  brought  on.'' 

He  continued  grumbling  and  groaning  ftr 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  until  the  malady  abated^ 
and  his  violent  excitement  had  exhausted  itsdC 
Once  more  I  rose  to  take  my  departure,  whoi 
another  thundering  summons  was  heard  at  the 
hall-door — another  card  introduced — and  imme- 
diately after,  *'  Captain  Coolaghan  of  the  South 
Cork"  was  ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  ex* 
general.  He  too,  as  Phil  Clancy  mentioned  in 
a  whisper,  was  one  of  the  sleep-breakers. 

If  the  former  visiter  had  evinced  some  diffi« 
dence  in  the  opening  of  the  interview,  there  was 
no  indication  of  any  tendency  to  blushing  on  the 
part  of  Captain  Coolaghan  of  the  South  Cork. 
I  examined  his  figure  hastily — ^for  it  was  rather 
remarkable.  In  age  he  was  above  fifty ;  in  height, 
I  should  say,  approaching  to  seven  feet.    His 
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Bhoulden  were  broad— his  1^  thin— vhQe  hii 
whole  appearance  had  what  the  Irish  call  "  a 
ebuck  look,"  and  told  plainly  that  the 
Tiaiter  had  never  considered  absunence  and 
water-drinking  necessary  for  his  aaaVa  weal.  No 
man  coold  be  better  sadsfied  with  himself,  or 
deemed  his  place  in  society  less  equivocal.  He 
entered  Roderick's  "  great  chamber"  with  a  smile, 
nodded  gradously  to  us  both,  established  himself 
in  a  chair,  produced  a  silver  snufFbox  of  immense 
capacity,  took  a  de^  pinch,  and  then  profamding 
his  long  chin  sundry  inches  beyond  bis  black 
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proud  of  the  pleasure  of  making  your  acquaint- 
aace.  Your  friend,  I  presume  P"  and  he  bowed 
graciously  to  me. 

^^  Yes,  sir ;  and  here  with  me  on  particular 
business." 

'<I  comprehend — all  right  ;^'  and  Captain 
Coolaghan  closed  his  left  eye  knowingly.  *<  We 
may  proceed  to  business  then  at  once ;  and  fiuth, 
when  a  man  kicks  up  a  dust  and  gets  into 
scrapes,  why  the  sooner  the  thing's  settled  the 
better." 

<<  Kicks  up  a  dust — gets  into  scrapes !  Why, 
sir,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  "  exclaimed 
the  friend  of  Fuffenberg,  as  he  looked  daggers 
at  his  new  acquaintance  of  the  South  Cork. 

"  Why  then,  indeed,  general,  your  treatment 
of  my  young  friend  of  the  40th,  was  not  the 
civilest  in  the  world.  But  come,  come — when 
men  grow  ould  they  always  get  cranky.  We 
ought  to  make  allowances.  God  knows,  neither 
you  nor  I,  when  we  come  to  his  years,  will  be 
able  to  kick  up  such  a  rookawn;'^  *  and  he  smiled 
^  AngBcct  scene  of  confusion. 
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and  Dodded  st  me;  while  Bodeiid^  irbo  wu 
making  himself  up  for  mischief,  impitiendy  ex- 
claimed in  a  voice  almost  smothered  hf  Tpaaaau — 

"Who  the  devil  are  youF  What  do  7011 
mean  ?     What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  Faith,  and  I  can  answer  yoa  all.  Hy  namca 
Cfaaries  Coolaghan,  of  the  Sooth  Cm^— my 
maning,  that  you  insulted  my  fnend ;  and  my 
buoneas,  a  written  apology.  Bnt  come,  we 
won't  be  too  haid — Well  tiy  and  jdaista  it  op 
without  burning  powder.  Say  ye  were  dmnk. 
Do  what  my  young  fiiend  asks,  and  tbtR  will 
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r^iet  18,  that  I  did  not  knock  out  the  scoondid's 
tniiis ;  and  if  yoor  bnsinefls  is  in  any  way  oon^ 
netted  with  faimy  I  beg,  air,  youll  obhge  me 
with  your  abacnce." 

<<  Wdl,  upon  my  conadence,"  xetumed  he  of 
the  South  Cork,  <<a  more  undiriatian  kind  of 
an  onld  gintleman  I  never  talked  to !  You — 
with  one  foot  in  the  grave— anah,  fi»r  the  sake 
of  your  poor  sowl,  you  ooght  to  make  atonement 
Come,  give  us  what  we  want — ^write  the  apology 
— say  you  were  drunk — and — *' 

*'  Why  you  infernal  scoundrel !  '^  Up  jumped 
the  captain— up  rose  the  general — I  flung  my- 
self between  them.  Coolaghan  had  seized  his 
cane — Roderick  grasped  his  crutch — while  Phil 
Clancy,  hearing  the  fresh  uproar,  rushed  into 
the  room,  and  was  directed  by  his  master  to 
exclude  the  visiter,  and  that  too,  if  necessary, 
VI  et  armis.  The  captain  slowly  retired,  notify- 
ing his  wrath  as  he  departed* 

*'  Ye  ould  firebrand— sure  gout  and  age  should 
have  taken  the  divil  out  of  ye  before  this.  KilL 
ing  waiters — murdering  a  whole  company — and 
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vhen  gintlemen  sitid  for  satisfiution,  nothing  but 
the  grossest  abuse !  But  I^  hare  ye  out.  Troth 
I'll  parade  ye  on  tbe  fifteen  acres;  ay,  if  yoD 
come  hopping  there  upon  that  voodeu  prop  ;^KPt 
if  ye  don't,  I'll  post  ye  over  Ireland — ye  cintan- 
keroufl — ould — desperate — " 

The  rest  was  lost  in  his  descent  of  the  atairciae ; 
bat  the  terrific  slam  of  the  hall-door  told  plainly 
enough,  that  Captun  Coolaghan  of  the  Soudi 
Cork  bad  "  exited  "  in  a  rage. 

"  Fat,"  said  Ae  commander,  as  he  endea- 
voured   to   recover    breath,     "  bring    me    ny 
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of  the  unfinrtimaie  ocmmuiDder.  Up  nm  Phil 
Clancy  pale  as  a  ghost. 

<^  Another  of  them  diyils,  that  was  here  this 
nunning,**  quoth  the  valet. 

^  Let  him  up" — ^repHed  the  general,  while 
his  brows  contracted,  and  his  look  bespoke  des- 
perate detenninatiom  <<  Let  him  up.  If  I  miss 
him  with  the  crutch,  do  you,  Pat,  knock  him 
down  with  the  poker.''  And  Pufienberg's  con- 
fisderate  prepared  for  action,  and  I  to  witness  the 
termination  of  a  scene,  that  at  present  was 
strange  and  inexplicable. 

The  door  opened — a  very  ftshionable-looking 
dragoon  presented  himself-— inquired  ^^if  General 
O'Dogherty  was  at  home  ?^  and  on  being  answer, 
ed  in  the  affirmative,  begged  to  have  '^  Captain 
Hay  of  the  Fifteenth''  announced  as  having  called. 
Roderick,  with  more  politeness  than  I  expected, 
after  his  recent  visitations,  struck  with  the 
superior  manner  and  address  of  the  new  comer, 
requested  him  to  take  a  chair,  and  then  intimated 
that  the  general  was  present     The  dragoon 
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looked  rather  sceptically  «t  tiie  c 
then  tamed  his  eyes  on  me, 

"  Really,  gentlemen,"  he  sud,  *'  I  feel  mysdf 
a  Ittde  puzzled.  You,  tax,"  as  he  addressed  m^ 
"  seem  (a  too  young  to  have  attuned  diat 
liOTioaraUe  standing  in  the  army.  And  yon,  nr,** 
and  he  turned  to  Roderick,  "  much  too  infinn 
ftc  the  extraordbaty  exertions  which  last  niglit't 
affur  at  Darcy's  must  have  required  ^ 

Hie  commander  stared — while  a  fiunt  and 
^mmering  notion  of  the  business  flashed  across 
my  mind.    Of  course  I  kept  my  EUs|Hdons  to 
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^<  Supped  at  the  devil !  ^  exclaimed  the  ad- 
mirer  of  Baron  PufFenberg.  *'  Sir,  I  beg  your 
pardon.  Excuse  my  being  irritable.  Bad  gout, 
sir.  Saints  vould  swear  imder  half  the  provoca- 
tion I  have  endured  since  daybreak.  You'll 
forgive  me  ?" 

The  captain  smiled  and  bowed. 

*'  My  dear  sir/'  continued  Roderick,  "  I  have 
not  been  out  of  my  house  these  three  months.^ 

^^Then,"  said  the  dragoon,  ''my  conjectures 
are  correct ;  and  it  is  impossible  that  you  could 
be  the  gentleman  who  knocked  down  Captain 
Edwards,  blackened  Mr.  Heywood^s  eye,  and 
broke  the  waiter's  arm  with  a  chair. '^ 

My  worthy  kinsman  repeated  the  charges  cate- 
gorically in  a  tone  of  voice  so  ludicrous,  that 
neither  Captain  Hay  nor  I  could  refrain  from 
laughing ;  and  then  added, 

^<  Really,  sir,  I  am  astonished,  and  at  a  loss 
to  know  why  such  inquiry  should  be  made  of 


me* 


<<  The  simplest  reply,  sir,"  returned  the  driu 

d2 
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goon,  "  will  be  given  in  the  Hibetniin  atyle^  liy 
uldng  another  question.  Pray,  sr,  is  thia  end 
yonn?^  and  he  handed  one  to  the  fiiend  of 
Fuffiwberg. 

The  general  rubbed  the  glasMS  of  Ida  ■peo> 
taclea,  and  examined  the  Ucket  attentivdy ;  and 
then  with  a  look  of  unqualified  surpiiae  replied, 

"  It  is  mine — ^mine  beyond  a  question ! " 

<'  Some  one  then  has  used  your  name  and 
sddresa  with  great  freedom,"  obaerved  CaptiiD 
Hiy. 

*'  That  person,  if  my  suspjcuma  be  correct. 
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The  unlucky  youth,  struck  with  the  simihritj' 
between  his  unde^s  and  his  own,  had  been  ez»* 
siining  the  cases,  put  the  wrong  one  in  his  pocke^ 
and  in  the  confiision  of  the  preceding  efsning^ 
had  flung  those  of  Baron  Puflbnbeig's  content 
poraiy  to  his  antagonists,  and  nerer  discoTered 
the  mistake  untU  the  blander  had  cost  him  an 
inheritance. 

As  to  the  quarrel  at  Darcy's — as  well  as  I  can 
now  remember  the  wind  up — it  terminated  in 
Gqit.  Coolaghan  losing  a  finger  and  Hector  a  new 
hat — while  one  of  the  Connaught  gentlemen,  who 
had  so  handsomely  volunteered  his  services  on 
that  fatal  evening,  was  duly  cased  in  lead  and 
transmitted  to  the  abbey  of  Burashool,  there  to 

repose  in  peace  with  a  long  and  distinguished 
ancestry. 

While  these  important  events  were  being  trans* 
acted,  Roderick  was  no  i41er.  For  a  fortnight 
he  was  denied  to  his  acquaintances,  and  as  Phil 
Clancy  whispered,  ^^  was  writing  continually ;''  finr, 
as  it  subsequently  appeared,  he  was  engaged  in 
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tltering  bis  will,  and  cuttiiig  off  Iub  unlnekj 
nephew  with  s  shiUing,  which  he  had  the  bar- 
baric to  bsve  r^fularly  tendered  to  him  hf 
bis  attorney.  But  the  poor  lad  did  not  live 
to  feel  the  effects  of  an  nude's  wrath,  pro- 
duced by  his  own  imprudence.  He  qnarrdled  at 
a  huard-table  with  a  ruffian ;  he  and  his  anta- 
gonist were  men  of  a  similar  stamp — both  weie 
blacklegs,  and  both  bullies — they  ac|jounied  of 
course  to  the  field — tod  Hector  fell, 

I  have  only  to  add,  that  the  fnend  and  admim 
of  Baron  PuiFenberg,  even  after  dettth,  contrived 
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was  the  only  legacy  paid.    For  so  confused  and: ; , 
contradictOTy  were  the  remainder,  and  so  inge- , 
niously  did  one  provision  nullify  the  next  one,, 
that  of  course  the  property  was  thrown  into, 
dumcery,  and  there  it  continues  to  this  day. 

If  Boderick*s  deUverance  from  purgatory  de- 
pended on  the  payment  of  the  mass  fund,  all  I 
can  say  is,  that  there  he  lies,  snug  and  warm  I" 
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By  heaven  I  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see, 
For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there, 
Their  rival  scar&  of  mixed  embroidery, 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air! 

Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice ; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  Yufjtk ; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies ; 
The  shouts  are — France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory  I 

CuiLDB  Harold. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


THE  RIVAL  ARMIES. 


A  MONTH  had  passed  away,  and  O'Connor  was 
in  another  land.  The  embarkation  at  Ports- 
mouth of  a  large  reinforcement  for  the  sereral 
battalions  of  his  regiment,  cantoned  on  the  banks 
of  the  Douro,  was  promptly  effected.  The  wind 
was  favourable ;  and  as  it  blew  half  a  gale  from 
the  time  they  cleared  the  Channel,  the  transports 
anchored  in  the  Tagus  on  the  sixth  evening 
firom  that  on  which  they  had  lost  sight  of  the 
chalk-cIifTs  of  Britain. 

A  new  scene  had  opened  on  O'Connor.  The 
bustle  of  an  approaching  campaign  occupied  his 
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tiiougbts ;  and,  in  martial  preparation,  be  atnre 
to  foiget  the  disappointment  his  rqection  by 
Mary  Howard  had  occamoned. 

Nothing  could  equal  the  enthusiastic  ardour 
with  which  the  Bridsh  soldiery  looked  fbrwirtl 
to  the  recommeacement  of  aetire  operatiom; 
nothing  could  suipass  their  high  disdpline ;  and  dw 
o^aniiation  of  the  army  was  complete.  Dnrii^ 
the  period  they  had  renuuned  in  winter  eantoo- 
maits>  every  arm  of  the  force  had  been  perfected, 
and  the  matfriei  of  the  Enf^isb  nmy  was  mag- 
nificent.   Fowerfbl  reinforcementa,  mdnding  the 
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which,  smce  the  days  of  Marlborough,  a 
general  had  opened  a  campaign. 

Never  did  a  commander  take  the  fidd  under 
more  glorious  ausjnces.  Supported  by  nu- 
merous bodies  of  native  troops,  and  assisted  by 
the  most  daring  of  the  guerilla  leaders,  Wellington 
broke  up  from  his  cantonments  with  summer 
befinre  him,  and  a  rich  and  luxurious  country 
through  which  to  direct  his  line  of  march*  His 
troops  were  flushed  with  victory — his  opponents 
depressed  firom  constant  discomfiture.  The  open- 
ing  movements  indicated  this  feeling  strongly. 
The  French  were  already  retrograding;  the 
British  preparing  to  advance.  No  wonder  then 
the  brilliant  hopes  of  that  splendid  army  were 
folly  realised ;  and  the  glorious  career  of  English 
conquest  almost  continued  without  a  check,  until 
the  fields  of  France  saw  its  banners  float  in 
victory;  and  the  last  struggles  at  Ortes  and 
Toulouse  attest  the  invincibility  of  Wellington ! 

While  the  British  were  preparing  to  march, 
the  army  of  the  centre,  under  Joseph  Bonaparte, 
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fblbwed  by  those  of  *'  tlie  Soothi"  ud  **Pof^ 
tugal,"  reUred  slowly  on  the  Ebn.  A*  titfj 
were  not  pressed  by  the  BriUBh  light  troops*  the 
French  corps  moved  Idsurely  along  that  tout, 
accompanied  by  an  immense  train  of  eqnipagct 
and  baggage.  The  appearance  of  the  whole  army 
was  {Hcturesque  and  imposing,  £rom  the  gaiety 
of  its  equipment  and  the  variety  of  its  coatame. 
Excepting  the  infantiy  of  the  line  and  tha  Ug^ 
battalions,  few  of  the  French  regimenta  vaie 
dmilarly  dressed.  The  horse  artiUeiy  wore  mor 
fanna  of  light  blue,  bruded  with  black  lace ;  tlw 
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The  laments  of  the  line  had  each  their 
grenadier  and  voltigeur  company ;  and  even  the 
light  corps  were  provided  with  a  company  of  the 
former.  The  appearance  of  the  whole  force  was 
soldierly  and  efiecdve — ^the  cavaby  was  indeed  su» 
perb— the  artillery  excellent^  their  caissons,  guns, 
and  harness  in  excellent  order^  and  the  horses  in 
the  highest  condition. 

Though  the  rival  armies  were  in  discipline  and 
efficiency  to  all  appearance  perfect,  a  practised 
soldier  would  remark  a  striking  dissimilarity  in 
the  materiel  of  their  respective  equipment.  Every 
thing  attached  to  the  British  was  simple,  compact, 
and  limited  as  far  as  its  being  serviceable  would 
admit ;  while  the  French  corps  was  encumbered  in 
its  march  with  useless  equipages,  and  burdened 
with  accumulated  plunder.  That  portion  of  the 
Spanish  noblesse  which  had  acknowledged  the 
usurper  now  accompanied  his  retreat  —  state 
fonctionaries  in  court  dresses  and  embroidery 
mingled  with  the  troops  —  calashes  with  wives 
and  mistresses  moved  between  brigades  of  guns— 
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while  nmu  fiom  CuUle,  and  lidiM  from  Audi- 
luna,  mounted  on  horseback  and  attind  en  im& 
taire,  deserted  convent  and  caatle,  to  fiiDow  Uw 
fortunes  of  some  "  bold  dragoon."  'Stmt  «■■ 
an  anny,  save  that  of  Moscow,  so  omlowlad 
with  spoil  and  ba{^;age,  as  that  of  Joseph  Bon^ 
parte  with  which  he  retired  upon  Vittori*. 

Though  the  circumstance  had  neither  etched 
the  obserraUon  or  animadrersion  of  its  offlcen, 
the  retreating  columns  as  yet  had  experienced 
but  little  difficulty  in  transpcvting  the  nnwidd;f 
ambulances  which  contained  man   ^nl   than 
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many  a  prisoner  was  tauntingly  asked  by 
French  escort,  ^^  was  Lord  Wellington  asleep  ?** 

Nothing,  indeed,  could  equal  the  astonishment 
of  the  usurper,  when  informed  on  the  evening  of 
the  18th,  that  the  allies  were  in  considerable  force 
on  the  left  bank  of  the  Ebro  !  AH  the  French 
arrangements  were  overthrown,  and  an  instant 
night-march  was  rendered  unavoidable.  The  drums 
beat  to  arms — the  baggage  was  hastily  put  in 
motion — and  the  whole  army  which  had  been  col- 
lected in  Pancorbo,  or  bivouacked  in  its  immediate, 
vicinity,  defiled  towards  the  city  of  Vittoria. 

The  point  on  which  the  corps  of  Joseph  Bona- 
parte had  concentrated,  is  situated  on  the  great 
road  leading  from  Burgos  to  Bayonne.  It  is 
defended  by  a  strong  fort  placed  on  a  command- 
ing eminence,  which  the  French  occupied  with 
a  regiment.  A  narrow  valley,  surrounded  by 
rocky  heights  and  crossed  by  a  mountain  torrent, 
affords  barely  space  for  the  road  which  traverses 
it ;  and  the  scenery  was  singularly  contrasted  with 
the  rich  country  the  retreating  army  had  just 
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abtudoned,  for  aothiiig  could  benon  tmgag 
Togggi,  and  imcoltinted. 

Vittnw,  on  which  Ehe  Froich  fell  back,  u  in 
pictunaqne  uttution  aecond  to  no  dty  in  Qpua, 
Placed  on  a  gentle  caninence,  a  lerel  "^'^^rwyi 
ecnmtiy  nomediately  nuronnda  it,  endidad  in 
the  distance  by  a  ntoontain  ridge.  On  the  nofA- 
west,  theZadom  is  cnwsedbyaevenl  bcidgea; 
while  on  the  other  aide,  a  bold  and  commanding 
chain  of  h^hts  overbanga  the  road  kading  to 
Pampduna.  Atxtm  the  valley,  which  iben  be- 
cornea   gradually  enlarged,  are   the  Tillj^[ea  «f 
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guards,  the  head  quaiten  of  ''  the  centre," 
convoys  and  equipages,  caTalrjr  and  artillery 
occupied  the  buildings,  and  crowded  the  streets ; 
while  every  hour  increased  the  confusion,  as 
portions  of  the  executive  and  military  depart- 
ments flocked  in,  and  formed  an  embarrassing 
addition  to  an  unmanageable  mass  of  soldiers 
and  civilians,  already  fiur  too  numerous  to  find 
accommodation  in  a  town  unequal  to  shelter  half 
that  number  which  occupied  it  now. 

But  yet  a  stranger  scene  was  enacting  at  Vit- 
toria.  While  the  city  was  brilliantly  illuminated 
in  honour  of  the  visit  of  the  king,  and  a  gayer 
sight  could  not  be  fancied  than  its  sparkling 
interior  presented^  beyond  the  walls  an  army  was 
taking  its  position,  and  a  multitude  of  wretched 
serfs  were  employed  at  the  point  of  the  bay- 
onet, in  throwing  up  field  defences,  and  assisting 
those  who  ruled  them  with  an  iron  hand,  to  place 
their  guns  in  battery,  and  make  the  other  military 
dispositions  to  repel  the  very  force  that  had 
come  for  their  deliverance. 
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OPENING   OF  THE  CAMPAIGN— AFFAIR  OF 
ST.  MILLAN— THE  BIVOUAC. 

Perish  the  man  whose  mind  b  backward  now ! 

Kino  Henby  V. 
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CHAPTER  in. 


OPENING  OF  THE  CAMPAIGN— AFFAIR  OF 
ST.  MILLAN— THE  BIVOUAC. 


No  movement  of  the  PeninBalar  campaign 
brings  to  the  retired  soldier  more  interesting 
reminiscences^  than  the  rapid  advance  of  the 
British  army,  from  the  time  it  crossed  the  Douro 
on  the  1st  of  June  until  it  halted  on  the  eveo- 
ing  of  the  19th  on  the  banks  of  the  Bayas. 

By  the  able  manoeuvring  of  Lord  WeUingtoo, 
Joseph  Bonaparte  had  been  obliged  to  abandon 
his  line  of  communication  with  the  capital,  and 
fall  back  on  Burgos  to  concentrate.  Contrary 
to  the  expectation  of  the  Frendi  thefar  retreat 
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w«s  unmolested;  saditwasconBidnedTerydonbfr- 
fill  whether  the  English  comnuadei  would  break 
np  from  his  CBntonnieDts  and  become  usuliiit. 

But  they  mistook  the  man  when  they  imigined 
that  Wellington  intended  to  remun  inactive. 
With  characteristic  celerity  his  whole  aimy  vu 
put  in  moUon,  and  the  Douio,  the  Carrion,  mid 
the  Pisuei^  were  crossed  successively.  Ademon- 
stiation  was  made  on  Bui^os,  and  the  Frendi  wete 
obliged  to  retire  from  the  place  and  blow  up  iti 
defences.  Unopposed,  the  fiery  chief  reached  the 
valley  of  the  Ebro — and  by  a  rout  conndered  by 
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tic  wOdness  with  exquisite  fertility.  One  while, 
the  columns  moyed  through  luxurious  yalley^ 
intersprinkled  with  hamlets,  yineyards*  and 
flower-gardens;  at  another,  they  struggled  up 
mountain  ridges,  or  pressed  through  Alpine  passes 
OYerhung  with  toppling  diffis,  making  it  almost 
cBfficult  to  decide  whether  the  rugged  chasm 
which  they  traversed  had  been  rifted  from  the 
hill-side  by  an  earthquake,  or  scarped  by  the  hand 
of  man.  If  the  eye  turned  downwards,  there  lay 
sparkling  rivers  and  sunny  dells;  above,  rose 
naked  rocks  and  splintered  precipices;  while 
moving  masses  of  glittering  soldiery,  now  lost, 
now  seen,  amid  the  windings  of  the  rout,  gave  a 
panoramic  character  to  the  whole,  that  never  will 
fade  from  the  memory  of  him  who  saw  it. 

Some  sharp  fighting  occurred  on  the  18th, 
between  the  light  troops  of  the  rival  armies ;  and 
two  retreating  brigades  of  the  enemy  were  over- 
taken and  brought  to  action  by  the  rifles  and 
52d.  The  afiair  terminated  on  the  French  part, 
in  the  loss  of  much  baggage  and  some  three  hun- 
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dred  prisoaen,  althoagb  Joardu,  bj  r'1if%iiig 
die  British  left  at  Oems,  thought'  to  impedB  Ae 
■dTsnce  trf' the  lilies,  •sdaffbnlnifficiaittinwte 
bii  own  colanm  tedring  from  Fum  to  iqobi 
the  main  body  without  log*. 

There  »  nothingmore  frHting  inwarftn^  dun 
when  a  nnall  portion  of  an  anny  operates  fai  Ae 
piesence  of  the  whole.  The  ftding  that  tfadt 
comrades'  eyes  are  turned  on  them,  ntinmlim 
the  combatants ;  while  an  intense  anxiety  Sat  At 
tueeeta  of  their  brethren  in  aims,  "■■""*t  tht 
coldest  of  the  lookers  on.      This  was  etrongljr 
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cover  to  the  voltigeara  who  had  formed  befamd 
them.  After  a  sharp  fusUade  the  enemy  gave 
ground,  and  the  light  brigade  was  pressing  forward, 
when,  suddenly,  a  fresh  column  debouched  from 
a  ravine,  and  appeared  upon  the  flank  of  the 
assttlauts.  Both  rushed  on  to  gain  the  crest  of 
the  hill — and  both  reached  the  plateau  together. 
The  62d,  bringing  their  left  flank  forward  in  a  run, 
faced  round  and  charged  with  the  bayonet.  The 
conflict  was  momentary,  the  French  broke,  threw 
away  their  knapsacks,  and  fled  for  the  adjoining 
high  grounds ;  while  a  wild  cheer  from  the  sup- 
porting regiment — near  enough  to  witness  but 
not  assist  in  the  defeat — bore  a  soldier's  tribute  to 
the  gallantry  of  their  companions. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  many  of  the  young 
men  who  accompanied  O'Connor  from  England 
had  been  <' under  flre,^  and  seen  hostile  shots 
exchanged;  and  as  the  casualties  had  been 
trifling,  there  was  no  drawback  to  damp  the  iclat 
of  a  successful  afiair.  Never,  indeed,  did  a  young 
soldier  commence  a  campaign,  whose  '^  starry 
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influences  "  were  more  luspidoiu.  Tlie  wettber 
was  fine — the  countary  througli  which  the  line  of 
march  lay,  rich  and  pictoresqoe  —  the  trcK^ 
moved  as  men  move  to  victory — wlule  a  friendly 
population  every  where  hailed  the  approadi  of 
tbor  deliverers.  The  peasantry  recrived  them 
with  "  vitHM  " — the  Spanish  girl  met  them  vidi 
hex  tambarine  and  castanets — while  the  miiu, 
leaving  relic  and  rosary  to  gaze  upon  the  Otter- 
ing bands  as  they  defiled  in  quick  Bucceadoo^ 
■howeted  rose-leaves  from  the  convent  grmtci ;  or,' 
if  the  building  was  too  distant  from  the  line  of 
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with  what  celerity  soldiers  arrange  their  resting- 
places.  Within  an  hour  from  the  time  the  ad* 
▼ance  halted^  the  mules  were  up,  the  baggage 
uiquicked,  fires  lighted,  and  supper  in  full  prepa* 
ration.  No  delay  impeded  these  important  ope^ 
rations ;  the  whole  of  the  martial  community  were 
actively  employed — one  carried  wood — ^another 
watched  the  camp  kettle;  this  man  mended  his 
shoe — that  one  cleaned  his  musket;  all  were 
busy — ^while  the  light  and  careless  jest,  which 
occasionally  elicited  a  roar  of  laughter,  might 
have  been  expected  rather  from  a  peaceful  merry- 
making, than  from  men  afker  a  sharp  encounter, 
and  preparing  for  a  more  decisive  conflict  on  to- 
morrow. 

In  the  ruined  shell  of  a  goatherd's  hovel,  a 
party  of  some  seven  or  eight  of  the  rifles  had 
cantoned  themselves  for  the  night.  Their  beds 
were  laid  around  the  walls,  a  tablecloth  was 
spread  in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  each  quickly 
produced  the  necessary  implements  for  attacking 
the  contents  of  the  camp  kettle;  and  as  all  had 
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contributed  to  the  euUitw,  the  men  pKMDted  a 
■tnnge  combuutian  of  difTerent  Tinda,  united  in 
one  geoersl  melange.  Men  engaged  wcnnly  in 
the  moming  with  «n  enemy  ue  not  *TftTdMmi 
in  gastrowHoy  in  the  evening ;  and  an  olio  thit 
would  have  poisoned  an  alderman,  comi«inng  lak 
and  ireah  bee^  fowls,  rice,  vegetablea  and  a  bn^ 
was  pronounced  exquisite.  Each  fiom  the  gnnd 
depot  selected  the  food  his  heart  loved ;  while  • 
luge  ekin-bottle  of  country  wine,  and  diven  fliaks 
and  canteeng  filled  with  rum  and  brandy,  incB- 
cated  that  due  precautions  had  been  taken  to 
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^^  Poor  Robinson  ! — His  was  a  short  career. 
He  fell  Mi  the  very  moment  that  victory  was 
certain*^' 

«  Then,"  said  Major  O'Connor,  *«  he  fell 
where  the  brave  should.  Come,  George — thou 
hast  for  the  first  time  heard  a  bullet  hiss  !  What 
think  you  of  a  smart  affiiir  like  that  of  Saint 
MiUan?" 

*<  Think !  **  replied  the  enthusiastic  boy,  for 
the  speaker  had  scarcely  reached  sixteen,  <'  I 
think  that  the  only  thing  on  earth  worth  living 
for,  is  such  a  scene  as  the  one  I  shared  in  this 
morning." 

'*  Right,  boy" — and  O'Connor  sighed  heavily. 
**  What  are  the  tamer  occupations  of  peaceftd 
life,  compared  with  the  brave  and  brief  career 
the  soldier  runs  ?  That  wild  hurra  that  echoed 
through  the  mountain  passes,  when  the  French 
were  driven  from  the  heights  —  what  mortal 
sounds  could  thrill  the  heart  as  they  did  ?  Ay, 
George,  let  sluggard  spirits  dream  their  life  away, 
the  brave  alone  feel  that  rapturous  excitement 
which  makes  existence  tolerable." 


i 
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O'Brien  stole  «  side  glance  at  tlie  ■ 
Ae  eye  was  Bred — the  cup  wm  st  lut  1 
yet,  eren  in  that  maddenbg  hour  of  lugh  ezcil»> 
ment  afiet  victory,  the  worm  iraa  gnanng  ■  laMHt 
dlit  Kcmed  Bteded  to  softer  infliiffncf 

"  How  delightful,"  sud  anodier  ti  the  vaa- 
phites,  who  had  landed  but  a  few  dayi  Mbn 
iVoffi  England,  "  is  this  wild  mode  of  life !  Rim' 
we  not  all  that  man  can  desire  ?  and  ■  newndst 
and  uncertunty  that  make  it  doubly  agracabbf 
Here  we  are  cantoned  for  the  night,  and  1 
alone  can  tell  where  we  shall  bivouac  b 
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attempt  to  force  out  mountain  position,  endea* 
Toured  to  turn  it  by  marching  in  the  direction  d 
the  road  to  Oporto.  Of  course  a  correspond^t 
morement  on  our  part  was  indispensable ;  and  on 
the  29th  of  September  we  retreated  upon  the  lines 
of  Torres  Vedras.  We  reached  our  intrenchments 
with  little  molestation,  and  there  occupied  the 
cantonments,  where  we  were  afterwards  obliged  to 
winter. 

^^  From  the  perfect  state  of  the  lines,  an  assault 
upon  them  was  utterly  hopeless;  and  after  a 
careftd  reconnaissance,  Junot  abandoned  all  idea 
of  forcing  the  defences,  and  changed  his  opera- 
tions  to  a  blockade.  Nothing  could  exceed  the 
privations  which  the  French  soldiers  endured  in 
their  miserable  cantonments.  With  scarcely  any 
shelter  from  the  inclemency  of  winter  weather — 
food  in  scanty  supplies,  and  of  the  most  wretched 
description  imaginable — disease  gaining  ground-— 
desertions  every  day  more  numerous — while  the 
mortality  among  the  horses  was  tremendous,  as 
from  a  scarcity  of  forage  the  poor  animals  were 
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obliged  to  feed  oa  rotten  Btnw  and  t 
Onz  ntustioa  wu  better  than  that  a£  the  eiteii^' 
puUculsrly  in  being  tolerably  supplied  witfa  eo^ 
and  proTiaions;  but  u  to  the  huts,  I  soipMl 
both  parties  were  pretty  nearly  on  ■  par.  We 
COTtunly,  as  they  say  in  Ireland,  **  kept  opts 
house,"  for  the  wind  and  rain  entered  at  tmtf 
comer. 

"Our  habitation  was  constructed  of  ndi,  oU 
boards,  and  branches,  and  thatched  with  heathor. 
Straw  was  too  scarce  to  be  obtuned ;  and  Ae 
heath  ve  substituted  for  it,  whenever  the  rain  fW 


THE  BIVO0AC.  0f? 

ingeniaus  contrivances  deyised  to  obtain  sfadte^ 
ftom  the  rain.  Some  extended  their  blankete 
i^on  npright  sticks,  and  stowed  themselves  bet 
nenh  it ;  others  pat  their  faith  in  the  tablecloth 
aS'  a  canopy.  But  these  contrivances,  however, 
wece  generally  found  wanting ;  when  fuUy  satu- 
rated, the  cloths  brought  down  the  sticks,  and 
the  sleeper  had  the  whole  collection  of  water  in 
one  plump ;  and  instead  of  receiving  it  by  the 
diop>  he  got  it  by  the  gallon.  Llewe  llin,'the  little 
Welshman  who  was  killed  at  Badajos,  was  the 
most  comical  figure  upon  earth,  as  he  sate  on  a 
truss  of  straw  in  the  comer,  under  a  tattered  um- 
brella— ^while  O^Shaughnessy  and  Daly,  wrapped 
in  their  cloaks,  remained  all  night  stoutly  at  the 
table,  discussing  brandy  punch,  and  playing 
**  spoiled  five/'  firom  a  pack  of  cards  reduced  to 
twenty-seven,  and  whose  backs,  firom  divers  stains, 
were  to  both  just  as  familiar  as  their  faces  were. 
But  the  last  night  topped  all.  The  roof,  sui^ 
charged  with  moisture,  became  too  weighty  for 
its  frail  supports,  and  down  it  came  upon  the 

>  2 
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unhappy  community ;  and  men  an 
and  card-playen — vere  all  inToIved  in  one  ge- 
neral rum.  Poor  Daly — a  six-pound  ihot  clowd 
his  account  at  Salamanca — roared  lustily  for  help. 
O'Shaughnesiy  in  vain  gtruf^led  to  Uberate 
himself  from  a  ton  of  vet  heather.  The  little 
Welshman  was  all  but  smothered  under  bia  own 
umbrella ;  vbile  the  dc^,  believing  tbemaelvea 
assaulted,  bit  the  legs  of  the  man  next  the  pq^ 
they  veie  secured  to.  Gradually,  hovever,  all 
got  disentangled  from  the  wreck,  and  obtained  a 
lodging  from  their  comrades,  vho,  like  ourselvet,   ' 
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young  soldier  had  drawn  of  campaigning— the 
goatskin  bottle  was  nearly  finished — one  after 
another  the  revellers  stretched  themselves  on 
their  humble  resting-places — in  half  an  hour  the 
bivouac  was  silent  as  a  peaceful  hamlet,  and  its 
occupants  slept  calmly^  as  if  no  struggle  had 
occurred  that  day,  and  no  battle  was  expected  on 
the  mprrow. 


VITTORIA. 

4iIs88ENOER.  The  English  are  embattled,  you  French  peers. 
Constable.   To  horse,  you  gallant  soldiers !  straight  to 

horse! 

Kino  Hsnbt  V. 


Stroke  and  thrust,  and  flash,  and  cry 

For  quarter,  or  for  victoiy. 

Mingle  there  with  the  volleying  thunder, 

Which  makes  the  distant  city  wonder 

How  the  sounding  battle  goes. 

If  with  them,  or  for  their  foes. 

Siege  of  Corinth. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


VITTORIA. 


Some  rain  had  &llen  during  the  night,  but  a 
lovelier  morning  than  the  2l8t  of  June  never 
broke.  The  sun  rose  brilliantly,  and  the  blue 
sky  was  cloudless.  On  either  side  all  was  pre- 
pared for  a  conflict — a  battle  was  inevitable — the 
English  commander  being  resolved  to  offer,  and 
the  French  marshal  to  accept  the  combat. 

The  enemy's  position  was  well  chosen,  but  it 
was  rather  too  extended — on  one  side  it  rested 
on  the  heights  of  La  Puebla,  and  on  the  other 
occupied  the  ridge  above  Gamarra  Major.  The 
French  order  of  battle  embraced  two  lines— the 


74  VITTOBIA. 

VBticB  flf  Portugal  and  tbe  South  vere  n  IJk 
first,  and  the  caYalry  and  army  of  Uw  Oentte 
were  placed  in  the  second  in  reserve.  The  cntiic, 
with  the  exception  of  a  small  cotpa.'weie  dtuni 
out  in  front  of  Vittoiia,  and  fbnned  on  the  left 
bank  of  the  Zadorra,  which  sweeping  nimid 
the  whole  pooition  renda«d  it  truly  fbnu- 
dable. 

While  the  front  was  defended  hy  the  nrw,  the 
great  roads  to  Bayonne  and  Pampeluna,  io  tbe 
event  of  any  disaster,  offered  eveiy  fiuility  fin> 
retrekting.   In  many  respects  the  French  r«i*Wi 
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die  Frenob  podtioiiy  was  hy  croeong  tlie  tiriclger«f 
the  Zadoira,  and  they  were  in  every  place  cem- 
auoided  by  the  guns,  and  open  to  a  diarge  ef 
oavalry.  Every  thmg  that  could  cover  an  enemy^s 
advance  had  been  carefully  removed,  and  few 
beside  British  soldiers  would  have  dared  to  bring 
on  an  action,  where  so  many  difficulties  were  to  be 
encountered  in  the  very  opening  of  the  contest 

Soon  after  the  action  commenced,  Joseph 
placed  himself  upon  a  rising  ground  that  over- 
looked  his  right  and  centre.  His  own  guard  were 
formed  in  his  rear,  and  a  numerous  and  splendid 
staff  surrounded  him.  Wellington  had  chosen  an 
eminence  commanding  the  right  bank  of  the 
Zadorra,  and  directly  in  front  of  the  village  of 
Arinez.  Dressed  in  a  short  gray  coat  closely 
buttoned^  his  Spanish  sash  and  plumed  hat  alone 
marked  his  rank.  He  remained  for  a  long  time 
on  foot ;  and  while  the  contest  on  the  heights  of 
Puebla  continued  doubtful,  his  glass  was  turned 
almost  exclusively  upon  that  point,  as  he  watched 
the  progress  of  the  contest  with  the  same  coolness 
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with  which  he  would  have  zegsided  the  numsaviM' 
of  •  review. 

There  never  was  during  the  Peninmhu'  gs»> 
paigns  a  battle  (hat  required  nicer  comlMW 
tioBB  and  a  more  correct  calcnlatian  in  taxM 
and  nwTements  than  that  of  Vittotia.  It  wia 
impoesiUe  to  bring  op  to  the  immediate  fcoxinii^ 
for  attack  every  portion  of  his  numennia  azmj, 
and  hence  many  of  Wellingtm's  brigadei  had 
bivouacked  at  a  con^derable  distance  fiom  die 
Zadorra.  Part  of  the  country  befi»e  Vietoris 
vu  difficult  and  rocky;    hamlets,    i 
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the  detaching  of  Morilla^s  Spanish  corps  to  cany 
the  heights  of  La  Puebk,  and  drive  in  the  left 
flank  of  the  enemy.  The  task  was  a  difficult  one. 
The  ground  rose  abruptly  from  the  valley,  and 
towering  to  a  considerable  height,  presented  a 
sheer  ascent  that  at  first  sight  appeared  ahnost 
impracticable.  The  Spaniards,  with  great  diffi* 
culty,  although  unopposed,  reached  the  summit; 
and  there  among  rocks  and  broken  ground  became 
sharply,  engaged  with  the  French  left.  Unable 
however  to  force  the  enemy  from  the  heights, 
Sir  Rowland  detached  a  British  brigade  to  Mo* 
rilla^s  assistance,  while,  alarmed  for  the  safety  of 
his  flank,  Jourdan  detached  troops  from  his  centre 
to  support  it  A  fierce  and  protracted  combat  en^ 
sued,  and  Colonel  Cadogan  fell  at  the  head  of  his 
brigade.  Gradually  and  steadily  the  British  gained 
ground ;  and  while  the  eyes  of  both  armies  were 
turned  upon  the  combatants,  and  the  possession 
of  the  heights  seemed  doubtful,  the  eagle  glance 
of  Wellington  discovered  the  forward  movement 
of  the  Highland  tartans,  and  he  announced  to  his 
stafi*  that  La  Puebia  was  his  own. 


To  uipport  the  attack  upon  ^  -fangfatr^ 
O'Callagtun's  brigade  of  the  aecond  dinaoB 
CTOBsed  the  river  and  assaulted  Salrijana  de  AlavA: 
Notwithstanding  a  sharp  reustance  the  [Abce 
was  carried  most  gallantly ;  but  aa  the  TiUagB 
was  in  advance,  the  French  made  repeated  effixti 
to  repossess  it.  The  British,  however,  held^lt 
bravely,  antil  the  centre  and  left  having  eland  laf 
enaUed  the  English  general  to  make  »  dedaivii 
ntovement  of  the  whole  line.  '  '  <  i 

Meanwhile  the  light  divinoiu  had  left'  tklB 
road,  and  formed  in  close  columns  behind  ladDi 
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vere  mtrched  from  Murgua,  to  place  tfafemsdlyes 
on  the  Toad  to  Saint  Sebastian,  and  there  dit  bff 
tfae  enemy's  letreat. 

.  While  O'Callaghan's  brigade  was  repeatedly 
attacked  in  Sabijana  de  Alava,  and  some  anxiety 
was  caused  from  the  delay  of  the  centre  and 
tiieit  exposed  position,  the  opening  of  Sir  Thomas 
Graham's  cannonade  announced  that  the  battle 
had  commenced  on  the  left.  Presently  Lord 
Dalhousie  notified  his  arrival  at  Mendonza  with 
the  third  and  seventh  divisions,  and  Lord  Wel- 
lington ordered  a  general  attack  on  the  whole 
of  the  French  position. 

The  light  division  moved  under  cover  of  a 
thicket  and  placed  itself  opposite  the  enemy's 
right  centre,  about  two  hundred  paces  from  the 
bridge  of  ViUoses.  On  the  arrival  of  Lord  Dal- 
housie the  signal  was  given  to  advance ;  and  at 
the  moment  a  Spaniard  announced  that  one  of 
the  bridges  had  been  left  undefended.  The  mis- 
take was  quickly  seized  upon.  A  br^ade,  led  by 
the  first  lifles,  crossed  it  in  a  run,  and  without 


Ian  eatebliehed  itself  in  a  deep  niine,  vbtfe  tt' 
was  protected  from  the  ctnnonade. 

Nothing  could  be  more  becntiftil  thm  dte 
operations  which  followed.  The  ligbt  JitMuB 
carried  the  bridge  of  Nanclaiu,  and  Ae  AittW 
that  of  IVes  Puentes — the  divinons  of  mitn 
and  Dalhonme  followed,  and  the  battle  becilW' 
general.  The  pnssi^  of  the  river — the  ncrttSi^ 
ment  of  glittering  masses  fitnn  right  to  bft'fltf 
as  the  eye  could  range — the  deafeohig  vmtvt 
cannon — the  sustained  fusilsde  of  thtf  inflaMr^Mr^' 
all  was  grand  and  imponog — while  the  Ei^JiA'* 
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Their  vtOIery  jdayed  at  pomt-bkiik  da 
iSbe  YilUge  was  filled  with  infantry — the  whole 
plaee  was  shzonded  in  smoke,  while  the  hiasbg 
of  shot  and  bursting  of  shells  added  to  the 
tenors  of  the  scene. 

But  this  was  but  a  momentary  check.  Wel- 
fington  in  person  directed  a  firesh  assault — ^the 
45th  and  7^h  were  led  forward,  and  Arines 
carried  with  the  bayonet. 

While  the  battle  was  raging  in  the  firont,  the 
flank  moTement  on  Gamarra  Major  and  Abechuco 
was  being  executed  by  the  first  and  fifth  divi- 
dons.  The  bridges  in  firont  of  these  villages 
had  been  fortified  and  were  obstinately  retained ; 
but  when  the  centre  was  forced  at  VitUNria, 
their  defenders  gave  way,  and  Lord  Lynedoch 
occupied  them. 

The  whole  of  the  enemy's  first  line  were  now 
driven  back — but  they  retired  in  perfect  order, 
and  re-forming  close  to  Vittoria,  presented  an  im« 
posing  firont  protected  by  nearly  one  hundred 
pieces  of  artillery.    A  tremendous  fire  checked 
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artillery  were  already  posted  on  an  a^acoit 
height,  ehowering  upon  the  crowd  below  them  a 
storm  of  shot  and  shells — the  light  troqps  and 
cavaliy  stiU  pressed  forward — while  around,  the 
entne  materiel  of  an  army  was  scattered  as'  it 
had  been  left,  and  the  whole  of  a  magnificent 
park,  with  the  excepdon  of  a  few  guns,  aban- 
doned to  the  victors.  Night  alone  dosed  the 
pursuit  —  and  favoured  by  the  broken  ground 
the  shattered  battalions  of  the  usurper  ei?ected 
their  escape.  Tbc  diroute  was  perfect — and  two. 
leagues  &ora  the  town  the  fiery  chief  reluctantly 
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alone  to  the  rapidity  with  which  the  French 
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retired,  abandoning  eyery  thing  that  could  impede 
their  flighty  and  favoured  by  a  rugged  surface, 
broken  roads,  and  seasonable  darkness.  Through 
streets  thronged  by  a  victorious  soldiery  and 
choked  with  captured  equipages,  the  English 
commander  and  his  weary  staff  rode  slowly  to 
their  quarters;  and  the  same  city  that,  but 
two  nights  since,  had  illuminated  in  honour  of 
the  King  of  Spain,  was  blazing  now  to  welcome 
the  conqueror  of  the  usurper. 

On  the  morning  of  the  22d,  the  field  of  battle 
and  the  roads  for  some  miles  in  the  rear  exhi- 
bited an  appearance  it  seldom  falls  within  human 
power  to  witness.  TTiere,  lay  the  wreck  of 
of  a  mighty  army ;  while  plunder  accumulated 
during  the  French  successes,  and  wrung  firom 
every  part  of  Spain  with  unsparing  rapacity, 
was  recklessly  abandoned  to  any  who  chose  to 
seize  it.  Cannon  and  caissons,  carriages  and 
tumbrels,  waggons  of  every  description  were  over- 
turned or  deserted,  and  a  stranger  me/aitge  could 
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not  be  imftgined,  tlisn  tbeee  enonnoiu  eonbjri 
presented  to  tbe  eye.  Here  was  the  penond 
ba^age  of  a  king — there  the  soeneiy  and  decD- 
radons  of  a  theatre.  Munitions  of  var  mn 
mixed  irith  srticleg  of  virtu ;  and  inth  scattered 
arms  and  packs,  taBte,  embnndety,  plate,  and 
jewels,  mingled  in  vild  disorder.  One  waggon  vw 
loaded  with  money — the  next  with  cartridges;  and 
wounded  soldiers,  deserted  women,  and  diildicB 
of  every  age,  every  where  implored  assistance  or 
protection.  Here  a  lady  nas  overtaken  in  licr 
I  the  next  calasli.  was  an  actress  f 


VITTORU.  87 

liation  adopted  by  the  French  armies  recollected, 
the  enormous  collection  of  plunder  abandoned  at 
Vittoria  would  appear  incredible.  From  the 
highest  to  the  lowest,  all  were  bearing  off  some 
yaluables  from  the  country  they  had  overrun. 
Even  the  king  himself  had  not  proved  an  excep- 
tion ;  for,  rolled  in  the  imperials  of  his  own  car- 
riage, some  of  the  finest  pictures  from  the  royal 
gaUeries  were  discovered.  To  facilitate  their  trans- 
port they  had  been  removed  firom  their  frames, 
and  were  destined  by  the  usurper  to  add  to  the 
unrivalled  collection^  that,  by  similar  means,  l^ad 
been  abstracted  from  the  continent  to  centre 
in  the  Louvre.  Wellington,  however,  inter- 
rupted the  Spanish  paintings  in  their  transit,  and 
the  formality  of  a  restoration. 
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Kino  Richard.— -Up  with  my  tent :  here  will  I  lie  to- 
night ; 
But  where  to-morrow  ? — Well,  all's  one 
for  that. 

Shakbfeabe. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


MOUNTAIN   COMBAT— FRENCH  BIVOUAC- 
MILITARY  REMINISCENCES. 


After  the  defeat  of  Joseph  Bonaparte  a 
brilliant  continuation  of  successes  attended  the 
British  arms.  Passages  and  Paucorbo  were 
taken,  Pampeluna  strictly  blockaded,  and  the 
siege  of  Saint  Sebastian  commenced.  Soult, 
after  his  appointment  to  the  command,  with 
a  recruited  army,  endeavoured  to  succour  these 
fortresses.  A  series  of  sanguinary  combats  in  the 
Pyrenees  terminated  in  his  total  discomfiture; 
and,  with  severe  loss  on  both  sides,  the  French 
marshal  was  pursued  across  the  firontier. 

No  operation  could  have  been  more  brilliantly 


92  MOUNTAIN  COMBAT. 

eiecated  than  the  mountaia  match  of  the  %ht 
dhrinon  in  parsiut  of  Souk's  Tear-gund,  afta  he 
had  been  defeated  before  Fampeluna,  and  driven 
bacic  upon  the  pasBes  of  the  Btdassoa,  which,  but 
a  few  days  before,  he  had  forced  in  the  fbll 
confidence  of  succeeding.  The  French  aimy 
snfiered  heavily  in  their  obsUnate  and  repeated 
eflbrts  to  arregt  the  advance  of  the  EngUah 
general.  On  the  Slst  of  July  it  continued  re- 
treating, while  five  British  ^visions  pressed  the 
pursuit  vigorously  by  Roncesvallea,  Maya,  and 
Donna  Maria.     Nothing  could  equal  the  d 
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after  nineteen  hours^  continued  exex^j^f^^jixfg. 
which  time  a  distance  of  nearly  forty  XBJihs.  f^. 
traversed  over  Alpine  heights  and  roads  rugged- 
and  difficult  beyond  description,  the  enemy  wei^; 
overtaken  and  attacked.  A  short  but  smart  afiiir 
ensued.  To  extricate  the  tail  of  the  column  and 
enable  the  wounded  to  get  away,  the  French 
threw  a  portion  of  their  rear-guard  across  the 
river.  The  rifles  instantly  attacked  the  reinforce* 
ment — a  general  fusilade  commenced,  and  con- 
tinued until  night  put  an  end  to  the  affair,  when . 
the  enemy  retreated  over  the  bridge  of  Yanzi, 
and  the  British  pickets  took  possession  of  it* 
Both  sides  lost  many  men — and  a  large  portion  of 
French  baggage  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  pur- 
suing force  who  had  moved  by  St.  Estevan. 

That  night  the  British  light  troops  lay  upon 
the  ground ;  and  next  morning  moved  forward  at 
daybreak.  Debouching  through  the  pass  at  Vera, 
the  hill  of  Santa  Barbara  was  crossed  by  the 
second  brigade,  while  the  rifles  carried  the  heights 
of  Echalar,  which  the  French  voltigeurs  seemed 
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detenniDed  to  nainum.  As  the  ou 
otwcnred  by  a  thid  fog,  the  filing  had  a  ■! 
appearance  to  those  who  witnened  it  fivn  the 
vaUey,  occasional  flashes  only  being  wen,  vhSe 
every  shot  was  nested  by  a  hundred  echoea.. 
At  twilight  the  enemy's  light  infantry  were  drivm 
in;  but  long  after  darkness  fell  the  repoit  of 
musketry  continued,  until  aftei  a  few  spattenDg 
shots  a  deathlike  silence  succeeded,  and  told 
that  the  last  of  the  enemy  had  fallowed  their 
companions,  and  abandoned  the  heights  to  their 
assailants. 
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feeelitfy  endured.  Such  waa  the  case  'upoot  the 
m^%  of  the  4di  rf  August,  when  the  riAes  found 
AemsdlTee  in  the  bivouac  that  the  Frendi  rear- 
guard had  just  quitted.  As  this  poet  commanded 
a  brid^  and  ravine,  it  had  been  occiq>ied  durii^ 
Soult^s  advance  and  retreat-and  with  more  comfort 
than  such  rude  halUng-jdaces  generally  exhibit, 
the  interior  of  the  wooden  huts  bore  testimony  to 
the  taste  and  ingenuity  of  their  late  inhabitants. 
The  whole  appearance  of  what  had  been  a 
French  bivouac  for  a  fortnight  was  perfectly 
characteristic  of  that  nation.  Some  clever  con- 
trivances for  cooking,  rude  arm-racks,  a  rough 
table  and  benches  to  sit  round  it,  still  remained ; 
while  one  gentleman  had  amused  himself  by 
drawing  likenesses  of  British  officers  with  a  burnt 
stick,  in  which  face  figure  and  costume  were 
most  ridiculously  caricatured — while  another,  a 
votary  of  the  gentle  art  of  poesy,  had  immor- 
talized the  charms  of  his  mistress  in  doggrel 
verses  scratched  upon  the  boards  with  the  point 
of  a  bayonet. 
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Am  tbe  pnty  wu  imiuutlly  Ivge,  and  diM 
WM  no  dunce  of  the  baggage  bong  i^  fiir.a  dijfv 
or  two,  "  a  ready-funUBhed  houw,"  aa  aa  IxiA' 
aervant  tamed  the  wooden  hovel,  waa  indeed  > 
treaauie.  A  fine  dear  atieain  waa  nuning  beftn 
the  hut ;  and,  never  imagining  that  they  ahovld 
be  so  unceTcmomouBly  ejected  from  tbdr  w 
habitation,  the  Frendi  had  collected  a  q 
of  billets  for  firing,  and  in  tbdr  huny  off  Itft" 
a  ahecp  and  hare  behind  then,  Fkhd  tbe  oam« 
missaty  a  supply  of  brandy  and  biacuit  had  beaiv 
obtuned — and,  at  night&ll,  a  merrier  party  than- 
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fUrtiyedck!  Wdl— it  wag  daoent  after  «II  m 
dNfto'Fmieh  Mbwn  to  leave  tu  meat,  fixe,  attd 
kW^ftig.  They  do  now  and  again  exhibit  wn^ 
dvlHty/' 
^'Tea^  Ihey  show  a  maiked  distinction  in  theli* 
mt  of  US  and  our  good  allies/'  said 
(ySrieil.  <^  It  was  strongly  instanced  this  mora- 
ii^t'i- While  we  were  forcing  the  road,  a  compliiny 
hia  scaled  the  rocks  above  it  to  dislodge  the 
tirailleurs  who  were  firing  at  us  from  the  heights. 
A^poor  fellow  of  mine,  whose  complenon  is  un-» 
commonly  swarthy,  was  wounded  in  the  leg  ahd 
fell.  Unfortunately  two  or  three  retreating 
Frenchmen  passed  accidentally  the  spot  where 
he  was  lying,  and  mistaking  him  for  a  Portuguese 
sharpshooter,  stabbed  him  in  several  places,  and 
flufig  him  over  the  precipice ;  while  they  raised 
his  comrade  from  the  ground,  placed  a  knapsack 
under  his  head,  and  gave  him  a  drink  from  a 
leathern  bottle  of  excellent  tinta,  which  one  of 
them  had  slung  across  his  shoulder.  On  coming 
up  we  found  the  sufferer  stretched  upon  the  road, 
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and  with  difficulty  be  told  us  how  bs  had^keai 
tIMted.  We  of  course  rendered  him  loma  anit* 
aace ;  but  Se^eant  Corrigan's  nnudtt,  m-  ho 
WM  Unding  8  doth  round  his  frictund  Icgi 
tuned  our  condolence  into  laughter.  "  Than 
now,"  be  said,  as  be  propped  the  wounded  mm 
aguntt  a  rock — "  there  you  are  ai  inug  ai.if 
you  were  in  the  barraclu  of  Kilkenny.  Didn'^tl 
always  tell  ye,  that  yalla  face  of  yours  wortUt 
bring  ye  into  trouble  ?  Mo  wtmder  the  Fraaeh 
mistook  ye  for  a  Fortagee.  It's  yourself  that 
could,  travel  from  Badajos  to  Giberralthur,  aii4 
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#f}  tbe  company  in  the  advance  of  the  refftt^  vbcfll 
ottifurmng  a  sodden  angle  of  the  road,  we  pef<^ 
ocfived  not  twenty  yards  off,  a  wounded  voldgeor. 
extended  on  the  ground,  and  a  young  comrade 
sttj^rting  him.  The  Frenchman  never  attempted 
to^Tetteat,  but  smiled  when  we  came  up  as  if  be 
had  been  expecting  us.  '  Good  morning/  he. 
toidy  '  I  have  been  waiting  for  you>  gentlem^. 
My  poor  friend^s  leg  is  broken  by  a  shot^  and  I 
tovHd  not  leave  him  till  you  arrived,  lest  some  of 
these  Portuguese  brigands  should  murder  him. 
Pierre/  he  continued,  as  he  addressed  his  com* 
panion — *here  are  the  brave  English,  and  you 
will  be  taken  care  of.  I  will  leave  you  a  flask  of 
water,  and  you  will  soon  be  succoured  by  oar 
noble  enemy.  Gentlemen,  will  you  honour  me 
by  emptying  this  canteen.  You  will  find  it 
excellent,  for  I  took  it  from  a  portly  friar  two 
days  ago.'  There  was  no  need  to  repeat  the 
invitation.  I  set  the  example^  the  canteen  passed 
from  mouth  to  mouth,  and  the  monk^s  brandy 
vanished.    The  conscript— for  he  had  not  joined 
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iboTD  a  noDth — replouahed  the  flwk  witt  watte 
tnm  a  spring  juit  by.  He  pltced  it  io  hk  oogt- 
nde's  hand,  bade  him  an  affectioiiate  Aiewell, 
bowed  gnoefiilly  to  ub,  threir  bis  musket  onr 
his  Bhoulder,  and  trotted  off  to  join  his  n^mcai^ 
which  he  pmnted  «ut  upon  a  distant  hei^t.  Ha 
seemed  never  for  a  moment  to  contemplate  A» 
poantnlity  of  ow  sending  him  in  dorance  to.  the 
rear ;  and  there  were  about  him  such  liindnesa  and 
omfidence,  that  on  our  part  no  one  erer  dieamed 
of  detuning  him." 

"  Tbcze  never  was,  and  probably  never  viD 
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W0iild  then  become  untenable.  Tocffaet  thi%  He 
reeorted  to  a  night  attack.  Lapsse  made  a  fyini 
vipon  the  centre,  while  Ruffin  and  Vilatte  ascended 
die  heights,  and  for  a  short  time  had  them  io 
tbeir  possession — but  Hill  recovered  them  widi 
the  bayonet,  and  repulsed  another  fiirious  eflbrt 
made  at  midnight.  Even  though  the  French^ 
by  pretending  they  were  Spaniards  and  deserters^ 
penetrated  the  British  line,  they  were  driven  back 
with  frightftil  slaughter ;  and  so  desperately  was 
this  night-fighting  carried  on,  that  the  assailants 
and  the  assailed  frequently  were  engaged  in  a 
melee  so  close,  that  the  men  fought  with  chibbed 
muskets.  All  morning  the  battle  raged,  and  die 
day  assault  was  as  unsuccessful  as  the  night 
attack  had  proved.  Both  armies  had  lain  upoil 
the  ground,  but  none  had  slept — the  trooper  widi 
his  horse's  bridle  round  his  arm — the  soldier 
in  momentary  expectation  of  a  fresh  attempt, 
listened  in  every  noise  for  the  enemy^s  approadt. 
No  wonder  then  that  a  sultry  day  in  July  foimd 
both  sides  overcome  with  heat  and  hunger — and 
by  a  sort  of  common  consent,  long  before  noon^ 
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boMiKtieB  ceased,  ud  the  French  codnd  their 
Anners,  irhile  the  En^sh  had  vine  and  bread 
■eired  out.  Then  it  wu,  tbst  a  ccriona  wns 
ensued.  A  Bmall  stream,  tributary  to  the  Tagna, 
6owed  through  a  part  of  the  battlfrfFound,  and 
separated  the  combatants.  Duriog  the  paase  Aat 
the  heat  of  the  weather  and  the  weariness  of .  Ae 
troops  produced,  both  armies  went  to  the  banka 
of  the  rivulet  ftir  vater.  Tlie  men  approached 
each  other  fearlessly,  threw  down  their  caps  and 
nmkets,  cliatted  to  each  other  Uke  old  aoqti^nb- 
ances,  and  exchanged    their  brandy-flasks  nd 


tion;  Suddenly«-*-4li^  bugles  souiidedf-^theidtiHiiil 
beat  to  arms — many  of  the  mvl  sdUHnj  sho^fc 
bands  and  parted  with  expressions  of  mutnit 
este^em^  and  in  ten  minutes  after  they  were  again 
lit  the  bayonet's  point/'  n 

M^'How  miserably  a  porticm  of  the  Spaniard^ 
behaved!'' 

-i.M.Yes,''  said  O^Connor,  "only  for  their  cow* 
ardice  the  British  would  not  have  suffered  so 
dreadAiUy  as  they  did.  But  what  could  be 
expected  irom  troops  led  by  such  miserable  oJBGU 
cers,  and  commanded  by  an  imbecile  old  man 
like  Cuesta  ?  I  saw  him  the  day  before  the  battle 
commenced.  He  was  mounting  his  horse  to  look 
at  some  brigades  of  ours ;  two  grenadiers  lifted 
him  bodily  to  the  saddle^  while  an  aide-de-camp 
passed  his  legs  across  the  horse's  croup,  and 
an  orderly  fixed  his  foot  within  the  stirrup ! 
The  rosary  were  better  fitted  for  one  of  his  infir- 
mities than  the  baton  of  command.  When  he 
.was  with  great  difficulty  dismounted  from  his 
charger's  back/ they  transferred  him  into  a  lum- 
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beriag  co«ch  drawn  by  ihtlf  a  wean  <£  nuAii^ 
nd  thus  he  proceeded  in  state  to  his  luait 
quarters.'" 

"  Fray  did  not  the  old  boy  decimate  the  nok- 
aways?"  inquired  a  lieutenant. 

'*  No — Lord  Wellington  intaftied,  and  uVed 
die  greater  portion  of  the  scoundrels.  "Hie  Idlk 
were  drawn — officers  and  men  prepared  fbr  imitiip' 
diate  execution — when,  at  the  request  of  khe 
English  commander,  the  condemned  weve  deci* 
mated  anew,  and  thus  nine  out  of  enrj  ten 
escaped,  and  only  five  oflicen  and  thir^  mcB 


senUy  covered  with  a  sheet  of  fiie»  ^Tha^af,^ 
duiabled  who  ky  on  the  outskirts  of  the  fiel^ 
managed  to  crawl  away,  or  were  carried  off  by 
their  more  fortunate  companions  who  had  esciqped 
unhurt ;  but,  unhappily,  many  gallant  suffererSf 
with  ^  medicable  wounds/  perished  in  the  flames 
before  it  was  possible  to  extricate  them.  I  walked 
over  the  ground  next  morning,  and,  as  if  to 
exhibit  violent  death  in  all  its  horrifying  variety, 
the  writhed  and  distorted  features  of  the  black- 
ened corpses  I  passed  by,  showed  in  what  into* 
lerable  agony  they  had  breathed  their  last ! " 

'^And  how  did  the  battle  terminate?''  inquired 
one  of  the  lads. 

"  Aubrey  can  best  answer  you,"  replied 
O'Connor;  ^^for  he  was  then  in  the  48th,  and 
saw  the  last  struggle  the  French  made." 

*^  It  was  a  beautiful  movement,^  said  the 
ofBcer  to  whom  the  major  had  referred.  ^^  The 
enemy  had  been  repulsed  and  followed.  The 
guards,  carried  onwards  by  victorious  exdtement, 
advanced  too  far,  and  found  themselves  in  turn 
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asatUed  by  die  French  reaerre,  and  mowed  dfnm 
by  an  oTerwheUning  fire.  They  fell  back ;  hfA 
as  whole  sec^ong  were  swept  away,  liuax  tvhi 
became  disordered,  and  nothing  bat  thdr  atulfr 
bom  gallantry  prevented  s  total  deroutt.  Thciir 
situation  was  most  critical.  Had  the  Freaoh 
cavalry  charged  home,  nothing  could  have  sa^d 
them.  Lord  Wellington  saw  the  dangar,  and 
speedily  despatched  support.  A  brigade  of  hiwse 
were  ordered  up,  and  our  re^ment  moved  bom 
tlic  height  we  occupied  to  assist  our  hard-presaed 
comrades.     We  came  on  at  double  quicb,  and 


Id^^ent,  and  passed  along  the  EtagU*  lltte^j 
imd  tlmt  wild  shout  told  the  advanchig  etteniy 
tliat  Bntish  valour  was  indomitable.  The  leadii^ 
file^  of  the  French  halted— turned—fell  back-^ 
and  never  made  another  effort.  Both  armi«B 
remained  upon  the  ground ;  but  during  the  night 
Victor  decamped,  and  left  victory  and  an  undis- 
puted field  to  his  conqueror." 

*'  Gentlemen,"  said  O'Connor,  "  the  night 
wears  fast.  Methinks  we  have  had  enough  of 
martial  reminiscences.      Come,  fill;  and  let  us 

change  war  for  a  softer  theme.  I'll  give  you  a 
toast — *  Lovely  woman  ! ' — And  I  propose,  as  a 
suitable  accompaniment,  that  O'Shaughnessy 
shall  favour  us  with  the  true  detail  of  one  of  his 
amatory  adventures." 

*'  Bravo---nothing  can  be  more  apposite  to  the 
toast*' — responded  Captain  O'Brien.  "  Come, 
Terence,  my  jewel ;  forget  your  national  bashful- 
ness  for  half  an  hour,  and  give  us  the  interesting 
particulars  of  the  first  of  one  of  your  numerous 
attempts  at  matrimony." 
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"  Why  then,  fiuth,"  replied  the  gallant  nugor* 
'*  my  opening  effort  to  become  a  BenecEct  was 
neaily  as  big  a  blunder  as  it  well  could  be.  Here, 
hand  me  that  leathern  convenienqr" — and  he 
pointed  to  a  wine-skin,  <*  though  upon  my  cm- 
science,  those  young  Gcamps  have  lesaened  ill 
contents  smani^ly.  Hdgb-ho  I  It  was  s  queer 
business,  and  I  will  moke  the  stoi?  as  short  as  X 
can." 

Major  O^Shaugbnessy  having  fbrUfied  himidf 
with  a  stoup  of  tinu,  thus  commenced  the 
alTccting  narrative  of  his  first  disappointment  in 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A   GENTLEMAN,   WHO 
WOULD  HAVE  MARRIED  IF  HE  COULD. 

Come,  come  with  roe,  and  we  will  make  short  work ; 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  shall  not  stay  alone, 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one. 

Romeo  and  Juliet. 


Duke.  What  I  are  you  married  ? 

Mariana.       No,  my  lord. 

Are  you  a  maid  ? 

No,  my  lord. 
A  widow  then  ? 

Neither,  my  lord. 

Why,  thou 
Art  nothing  then  :  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Measure  for  Measure. 


Duke. 

Mariana. 

Duke. 

Mariana. 

Duke. 


Ill 


CHAPTER  VI. 


CONFESSIONS    OF   A   GENTLEMAN    WHO 
WOULD  HAVE  MARRIED  IF  HE  COULD. 


FIRST  CONFESSION. 


Yes — here  I  am,  Terence  O'Shaughnessy, 
an  honest  major  of  foot,  five  feet  eleven  and  a 
half,  and  forty-one,  if  I  only  live  till  Michaelmas. 
Kicked  upon  the  world  before  the  down  had 
blackened  on  my  chin,  fortune  and  I  have  been 
wrestling  from  the  cradle,  and  yet  I  had  little  to 
tempt  the  jade's  malevolence.  The  yoimgest  son 
of  an  excellent  gentleman,  who,  with  an  ill-paid 
rental  of  twelve  himdred  pounds,  kept  his  wife  in 
Bath,  and  his  hounds  in  Tipperary,  my  patrimony 
would  have  scarcely  purchased  tools  for  a  high* 
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mymna,  when  in  mj  tenth  yeir  m j  btber's  ifl^ 
aent  for  me  to  Roundwood ;  for  hearing  dli|  .j[ 
was  regularly  going  to  the  devil,  she  had  delec- 
mined  to  redeem  me  if  she  could. 

My  aunt  Honor  was  the  widow  of  •  "tft^ 
of  dragoons,  who  got  his  quietus  in  the  I^m 
Countries  some  years  before  I  saw  the  light.  His 
relict  had  in  compliment  to  the  memoty  of  IftK 
departed  lord  eschewed  matrimony,  and  like  ■> 
Christian  woman,  devoted  her  few  and  evil  diyt 
to  cards  and  religion.  She  was  a  true  specimen 
of  an   Irish   dowager — her  means  were   anally 
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poond-wall  of  Oran-more,  for  a  bet  of  a  ramp  and 
doten.  Of  course  he  was  waked  and  buried  like 
a  gentleftian— every  thing  sold  by  the  creditors — 
my  brothers  sent  to  school — and  I  left  to  the 
tender  mercy  and  sole  management  of  the  widow 
of  Captain  OTinn. 

My  aunt's  guardianship  continued  seven  years, 
and  at  the  expiration  of  that  time  I  was  weary  of 
her  thrall,  and  she  tired  of  my  tutelage.  I  was 
now  at  an  age  when  some  walk  of  life  must  be 
selected  and  pursued.  For  any  honest  avocation 
I  had,  as  it  was  universally  admitted,  neither 
abilities  nor  inclination.  What  was  to  be  done? 
and  how  was  I  to  be  disposed  of?  A  short 
deliberation  showed  that  there  was  but  one  path 
for  me  to  follow,  and  I  was  handed  over  to  that 
re/ugium  pcccatorum,  the  army,  and  placed  as  a 
volunteer  in  a  regiment  just  raised,  with  a  pro- 
mise from  the  colonel  that  I  should  be  promoted 
to  the  first  ensigncy  that  became  vacant. 

Great  was  our  mutual  joy  when  Mrs.  OTinn 
and  I  were  about  to  part  company.     I  took  an 
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sffW^onale  leuve  of  all  my  kindred  and  ae^iiiia^ 
ances,  and  even,  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  ■faook 
bands  with  the  schoolmaster,  though  m  boyhood 
I  had  devoted  him  to  the  infernal  goda  for  hia 
vanton  barbarity.  But  my  tenderest  partisgirM 
tescrvcdformyncxtdoorneighbour^thebdleunoiig 
the  village  beauties,  and  preramptiTe  bciim  to 
the  virtues  and  estates  of  quartcnnaater  Magnua. 
Biddy  Maginn  was  a  year  younger  than  myself; 
and  to  do  her  justice,  a  picture  o(  health  and 
comeliness.     Lord !  what  an  ieyc  she  had  !   and 
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between  the  retired  quartermaster  and  the  relict 

of  the  defonct  dragoon,  never  had  any  cordiality 
eziated  between  the  houses.     My  aunt  OTinn, 

was  as  lofty  in  all  things  appertaining  to  her 
consequence,  as  if  she  had  been  the  widow  of  a 
common-councilman ;  and  Roger  Maginn,  having 
sensed   together  a  good  round  sum,  by  the 
means  quartermasters  have  made  money  since 
the  days  of  Julius  Csesar,  was  not  inclined  to 
admit  any  inferiority  on  his  part.     Mrs.  O'Finn 
could    never   imagine    that   any    circumstances 
could    remove    the    barrier    in    dignity    which 
stood  between  the  non-commissioned  officer  and 
the  captain.     While  arguing   on  the  saw,  that 
^^  a  living  ass  is  better  than  a  dead  lion/'  Roger 
contended  that  he  was  as  good  a  man  as  Captain 
OTinn;  he,  Roger,  being  alive  and  merry  in 
the  town  of  Ballinamore,  while  the  departed  com- 
numder  had  been  laid  under  a ''  counterpane  of  dai- 
sies,^' in  some  counterscarp  in  the  Low  Countries. 
Biddy  and  I  laughed  at  the  feuds  of  our  supe- 

^iprs ;  and  on  the  evening  of  a  desperate  blo)w-up, 

i2 
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we  met  at  guDset  in  the  garden — agreecl  that  tKt) 
old  people  were  fools — and  reBolved  that  DOthiiig 
should  interrupt  our  friendly  relationfl.  Of 
course  the  treaty  was  ratified  with  a  Ictss,  fur  t 
recollect  that  next  morning  the  cat*  were  heavOj' 
censured  for  capsinng  a  box  of  mtgnionette. 

No  wonder  then  that  I  parted  from  Biddy 
with  regret.  I  sat  with  her  till  we  heitrd  the 
quartermaster  scrape  liis  leet  at  the  hall-door 
on  hb  return  from  his  club — and  kissing  poor 
Biddy  tenderly,  as  Roger  entered  by  the  front, 

levanted  by  the  back  door.     I  fancied  myself 
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qiiarter  she  had  never  marked  honours — or  for 
the  last  week  closed  an  eye  with  rheumatism  apfl 
liimbago.  Still  as  these  jcremiades  covered 
my  small  allowance,  they  were  welcome  as  9 
l<^er*s  billet.  Of  course,  in  these  despatches 
the  neighbours  were  duly  mentioned,  and  every 
calamity  occurring  since  her  ^^  last,*^  was  faith- 
fully chronicled.  The  Maginns  held  a  conspi-^ 
cuous  place  in  my  aunt*s  quarterly  notices. 
Biddy  had  got  a  new  gown — or  Biddy  had  got 
a  new  piano — but  since  the  dragoons  had  come 
to  town  there  was  no  bearing  her.  Young  Hast* 
ings  was  never  out  of  the  house — she  hoped  it 
would  end  well — but  every  body  knew  a  light 
dragoon  could  have  little  respect  for  the  daughter 
of  a  quartermaster;  and  Mrs.  OTinn  ended 
her  observations  by  hinting,  that  if  Roger  went 
seldomer  to  his  club,  and  Biddy  more  frequently 
to  mass,  why  probably  in  the  end  it  would  be 
better  for  both  of  them. 

I   re-entered  the  well-remembered  street  of 
Ballinamore  late  in  the  evening,  after  an  absence 
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of  three  years.  My  aunt  was  on  s  Tint,  andibe 
had  taken  that  as  a  convenient  season  fiir  bkTfalg 
her  domidle  newly  painted.  I  halted  at  die  intla 
and  after  dinner  strolled  over  the  w^  to  vudt  Bij 
quondam  acquaintances,  the  Ma^nns. 

If  I  had  intended  a  surprise,  my  de^n  woald 
hare  been  a  failure.  The  quartennastet'i 
establishment  were  on  the  qui  vhe.  The 
&ct  was,  that  since  the  removal  of  the  dragooos^ 
Ballinamore  had  been  dull  as  ditch-water;  Ae 
amral  of  a  stranger  in  a  postchuse,  of  coune, 
had  created  a  sensation  in  the  place,  and  befine 
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^ncjl,  swpr^  it  was  an  agreeable  surpriae,  usbeied 
ipe  iuto  the  dining-rooin,  and  called  for  hot  water 
and  tumblers.  We  sat  down.  Deeply  did  he 
interest  himself  in  all  that  had  befidlen  me — 
deeply  regret  the  absence  of  my  honoured  aunt — 
but  I  must  not  stay  at  the  inn,  I  should  be  his 
giiest;  and  to  my  astonishment,  it  was  announced 
diat  the  gentleman  in  the  red  collar  had  been 
already  despatched  to  transport  my  luggage  to  the 
house.  Excuses  were  idle.  Roger's  domicile  was  to 
be  head-quarters,  and  when  I  remembered  my  old 
flame,  Biddy,  I  concluded  that  I  might  for  the 
short  time  I  had  to  stay,  be  in  a  less  agreeable 
establishment  than  the  honest  quartermaster's. 

I  was  mortified  to  hear  that  Biddy  had  been 
indisposed.  It  was  a  bad  cold,  she  had  not  been 
out  for  a  month,  but  she  would  muffle  herself, 
and  meet  me  in  the  drawing-room.  This,  too, 
was  unluckily  a  night  of  great  importance  in  the 
club.  The  new  curate  was  to  be  balloted  for; 
Roger  had  proposed  him ;  and,  ergo,  Roger,  as 
a  true  man,  was  bound  to  be  present  at  the  cere- 
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moiiy-  The  thing  vas  readily  arranged.  Wb 
liaubcd  a  second  tumbler,  the  quartenoABter 
betook  Iiimself  to  the  King's  Arms,  and  the  lien^ 
tenant,  meaning  myEelf,  to  the  drawing-room  of 
my  old  inamorata. 

There  was  a  Tisiblc  change  in  Xlogcr's  domicUft. 
The  house  was  newly  papered ;  and  leaving  Uie 
lireiy  aside,  there  was  a  great  increase  of  gentility 
tbrouglmut  the  whole  establishment.  Instead  of 
bounding  to  the  presence,  by  three  stairs  at » 
time  as  I  used  to  do  in  lang  syne,  I  was  cere« 
looniously  paraded  to  the  lady's  chamber  by  him 
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although  the  Tosines^  of  Bevefnteen  "^ai-gonef' UtiSi' 
3  delicacy  that  almost  indicated  bad  health '%itd 
succeeded;  "  but,"  thought  I,  "  it's  all  o^iiig 
to  the  cold/' 

There  was  a  guarded  propriety  in  Biddy's 
bearing,  that  appeared  almost  unnatural.  The 
warm  advances  of  old  friendship  were  repressed, 
and  one  who  had  mounted  a  flower-pot  to  kiss 
me  across  a  hedge,  recoiled  from  any  exhibition  of 
our  former  tenderness.  Well,  it  was  all  ag  it 
should  be.  Then  I  was  a  boy,  and  now  a  man. 
Young  women  cannot  be  too  particular,  and 
Biddy  Maginn  rose  higher  in  my  estimation. 

Biddy  was  stouter  than  she  promised  to  be 
when  we  parted,  but  the  eye  was  as  dark  and 
lustrous,  and  the  ankle  as  taper  as  when  it  last 
had  demolished  a  geranium.  Gradually  her 
reserve  abated — old  feelings  removed  a  con- 
strained formality — we  laughed  and  talked — ay 
— and  kissed  as  we  had  done  formerly;  and  when 
the  old  quartermaster''8  latch-key  was  heard  un- 
closing the  street-door,  I  found  myself  admitting 
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in  confidence  and  a  vbiqier,  that  **  I  w^old 
many  if  I  could.'"  What  rq>ly  Biddj  wtmld 
hare  returned  I  cannot  tell,  for  Bogs  xam- 
moned  me  to  tlic  parlour,  and  as  her  cold  pra- 
Tentcd  her.  from  ventunug  down,  she  bade  me 
an  affectionate  good-tught.  Of  course  she  kined 
nie  at  parting — and  it  was  done  as  aideotlj' 
and  innocently  as  if  tlic  hawthorn  hedge  ^vided 

UB. 

Roger  had  left  his  companions  earlier  dum  Iw 
usually  did  in  order  to  honour  me  bis  goest. 
llie  new  butler  paraded  oysters,  and  down  we 
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Biddy  was  a  tx>y.  Never  was  8ueh  n  time  to 
purchase  on.  More  regiments  to  be  raised,  and 
promotion  will  be  at  a  discount.  Sb  Hugh 
iSaughton  married  a  stockbroker's  widow  with 
half  a  plum,  and  paid  in  the  two  thousand  I  bad 
lent  him.  Zounds  !  if  Biddy  were  a  boy,  and 
that  money  well  applied,  I  would  have  her  a 
regiment  in  a  twelvemonth." 

*^  Phew  !"  I  thought  to  myself.  "  I  see  what 
the  old  fellow  is  driving  at.'*'* 

^'  There  never  would  be  such  another  opportu- 
nity," Roger  continued.  ^^  An  increased  force  will 
produce  an  increased  difficulty  in  effecting  it. 
Men  will  be  worth  their  own  weight  in  money — 
and  d — n  me,  a  fellow  who  could  raise  a  few, 
might  have  any  thing  he  asked  for.''' 

I  remarked  that,  with  some  influence  and  a 
goodiround  sirni^  recruits  might  still  be  found. 

*^  Ay,  easy  enough,  and  not  much  money 
cither,  if  one  knew  how  to  go  about  the  thing. 
Get  two  or  three  smart  chaps — ^let  them  watch 
fidrs  and  patterns — mind  their  hits  when  the 
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bumpkina  got  dnink,  itnd  find  out  when  fit^M 
were  hiding  from  a  warrant.  D— n  me,  I  viouM 
raise  a  hundred,  while  you  would  uy  Jsdi 
Uobisoq.  Pay  a  friendly  magistrate ;  attest  the 
scmindrela  before  they  were  sober  enough  to  0^ 
ofT;  bundle  them  to  the  regiment  next  monihig; 
and  if  a  rascal  ran  away  afler  the  commsoding 
officer  pasBcd  a  receipt  for  him,  why  all  the 
better,  fur  you  could  rehst  him  when  he  came 
home  again." 

I  Ustened  attentively,  though  in  all  this  Ae 
cloren  foot  appeared.     The  whole  was  the  pUn 
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Terepce,  had  not  tbe  stuff  to  push  yottnOiki 
What  the  devil  signifies  ^mily,  and  b^ood^  mi 
allthat  balderdash.  There's  your  aunt — wointhy; 
woman  —  but  sky-high  about  a  dead  capt8in4 
P — n  me — all  folly.  Were  I  a  young  man,  I'd 
get  hold  of  some  girl  with  the  wherewithal,  and 
I  would  double-distance  half  the  highfliers  for 
a  colonelcy." 

This  was  pretty  significant — Roger  had  come 
to  the  scratch,  and  there  was  no  mistaking  him. 
We  separated  for  the  night.  I  dreamed|  and 
in  fancy  was  blessed  with  a  wife»  and  honoured 
with  a  command.  Nothing  could  be  more  en- 
trancing than  my  visions ;  and  when  the  quarter* 
raastcr's  maitre  d'hotel  roused  me  in  the  morning 
I  was  engaged  in  a  fiicndly  argument  with  my 
beloved  Biddy,  as  to  which  of  his  grandfathers 

our  heir  should  be  called  after,  and  whether  the 
lovely  babe   should   be  christened  Roderick  or 

Roger. 

Biddy  was  not  at  breakfast ;  the  confounded 

cold  still  confined  her  to  her  apartment ;  but  she 
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bt^ied  to  meet  me  at  dimur,  and  I  mifffli  tgij^^. 
ber  absence  until  then  as  I  beit  couU.  H«t|i^ 
engaged  to  return  at  five,  I  walked  out  to  yint 
my  iormer  acquaintances.  From  all  of  tbon  I 
receiTed  a  warm  welcome,  and  all  exhibited  lonit 
BUtprise  at  hearing  that  I  was  domesticated  «iUi 
the  quartermaster.  I  comjnehended  the  eaoss 
immediately.  My  aunt  and  Roger  had  paAMf 
a  fresh  quarrel ;  but  his  delicacy  had  pcerented 
him  from  communicating  it.  This  certainly 
increased  my  respect  for  the  worthy  mant  and 
made  me  estimate  tm  hospitality  the  more  bi^j. 


Would  have  married  ip  me  covld.  127 

schoolfellow  on  Iiorseback,  and  gi^at  was  odr 
mutual  delight  at  meeting  so  imexpectedly.  We 
were  both  hurried  however,  and  consequently  our 
greeting  was  a  short  one.  After  a  few  general 
questions  and  replies,  we  were  on  the  point  of 
separating,  when  my  friend  pulled  up. 

'•But  where  are  you  hanging  out?"  said 
Frederick  Maunsell.  •'!  know  your  aunt  is 
absent.'*' 

'•  I  am  at  old  Maginn's." 

*'  The  devil  you  are !   Of  course  you  heard  all 
about  Biddy  and  young  Hastings  P  " 

**  Not  a  syllable.     Tell  it  to  me.*" 

**  I  have  not  time  —  it'^s  a  long  stor)' ;  but 

come  to  breakfast,  and  Til  give  you  all  the  ])arti- 

culars  in  the  morning.   Adieu !"     He  struck  the 

spurs  into  his  horse,  and  cantered  off  singing, 

"  Oh  !  she  loved  a  bold  dragoon. 
With  his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle." 

I  was  thunderstruck.  '^  Confound  the  dragoon  l"^ 
thought  I,  ^^  and  his  long  sword,  saddle,  and  bridle^ 
into  Uie  bargain.    Gad — I  wish  Maunsell  had 
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told  me  what  it  vag.  WeU — what  suppoae  I  uk 
Biddy  herself  ?"  I  had  half  resolved  that  erening 
to  have  asked  her  a  verj'  different  qucstioD ;  bat, 
faith,  I  dctermitictl  now  to  make  some  inquiries 
touching  Cornet  HaKlings  of  the  13th,  before 
Miss  Biddy  Maginn  ehould  be  invited  to  become 
Mrs.  O'Shaughncssy. 

My  host  announced  that  dinner  was  quite 
ready,  and  I  found  Biddy  in  the  cstlDg-room. 
She  was  prettily  dressed  as  an  invalid  should  be ; 
abd  notwithstanding  her  cold  looked  remarkably 
handsome.    I  would  to  a  dead  certainty  have  been 
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(o  know  what  Maunsell's  allusion  pointed  at«  and 
I  casually  threw  out  a  feeler. 

^^  And  you  are  so  dull,  you  say  ?  Yes,  Biddy, 
you  must  miss  the  dragoons  sadly.  By  the  way, 
there  was  a  friend  of  mine  here.  Did  you  know 
Tom  Hastings?'' 

I  never  saw  an  elderly  gentleman  and  his 
daughter  more  confused,  Biddy  blushed  like  a 
peony,  and  Roger  seemed  desperately  bothered 
At  last  the  quartermaster  responded, 

^^  Fact  is — as  a  military  man,  showed  the 
cavalr)'  some  attention — constantly  at  the  house — 
anxious  to  be  civil — helped  them  to  make  out 
forage — but  damned  wild — obliged  to  cut,  and 
keep  them  at  a  distance." 

"Ay,  Maunsell  hinted  something  of  that." 

I  thought  Biddy  would  have  fainted,  and 
Roger  grew  red  as  the  footman''s  collar. 

'*  Pshaw !  d— d  gossiping  chap  that  Maun« 
sell.  Young  Hastings — infernal  hemp — used  to 
ride  with  Biddy.  Persuaded  her  to  get  on  a  horse 
of  his — ran  away — threw   her — confined  at  an 

VOL.  II.  & 
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ion  for  8  week— nem  admitted  him  ta  mj  bow 

sfterwards."' 

Ob  >  here  wu  the  whole  myMterj  nmsTeDed ! 
No  wonder  Roger  was  indignant,  ind  that  Biddy 
would  redden  at  the  recollection.  It  was  deriUdi 
unhandsome  of  Mr.  Hastings ;  and  I  expnaaed  My 
(pinion  in  a  way  that  evidently  pleaaed  my  Imat 
and  his  luiress,  and  showed  how  mueb  I  diaip* 
proved  of  the  conduct  of  that  roue  the  dragoon. 

My  ifur  friend  rose  to  leave  ua.  Her  sliawl 
ean^t  in  the  choir,  and  I  was  strode  with  the 
atriking  change  a  few  years  had  effected  in  my 
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mO,  womiiil  Tighten  yourselff  or  I  won^  be 
plased!'' 
.  Well^  here  was  a  load  of  anxiety  removed,  and 
Maunsell^s  mischievous  inuendo  satisfiu^torily 
eiphuned  away.  Biddy  was  right  in  resenting 
die  carelessness  that  exposed  her  to  ridicule  and 
danger ;  and  it  was  a  proper  feeling  in  the  old 
quartermaster,  to  cut  the  man  who  would  monni 
his  heiress  on  a  break-neck  horse.  Gradually  we 
resumed  the  conversation  of  last  night — there  was 
the  regiment  if  I  chose  to  have  it — and  when 
Roger  departed  for  the  club,  I  made  up  my 
mind,  while  ascending  the  stairs,  to  make  a  splice 
with  Biddy,  and  become  Colonel  O'Shaugh- 
nessy. 

Thus  determined,  I  need  not  particularize 
what  passed  upon  the  sofa.  My  wooing  was  short, 
sharp,  and  decisive;  and  no  affected  delicacy 
restr^cd  Biddy  from  confessing  that  the  flame 
was  mutual.  My  fears  had  been  moonshine; 
my  suspicions  groundless.  Biddy  had  not  valued 
the  dragoon  a  brass  button ;  and — ^podr  soul — 

x2 
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afae  hid  her  head  upon  my  shoalder,  nd,  t^iU-. 
Boft  vhigper,  acknowledged  that  she  never  htd 
cared  a  IroHeeint*  for  any  body  in  the  widi 
world  but  myself! 

It  was  a  moment  t£  exqoiaite  delight.  I  b^d 
het  of  my  prospects,  and  mentioned  the  quartei- 
nuBter'a  conversation.  Biddy  listened  vith  de^ 
attcmdon.  She  blushed- — strove  to  speak r — 
stopped — was  embarrassed.  I  ptesaed  her  to  be 
courageous ;  and  at  last,  she  deposited  her  head 
upon  my  breast,  and  bashfully  hinted  that  Roger 
was  old — avarice  was  the  vice  of  age— he  was 


^If—ietich.  a  proposition  would  appear  so  indet 
lidite;  but  still  a  husband's  interests  were  too 
dikt  to  be  sacrificed  to  maiden  timidity. 

I  never  estimated  Biddy^'s  worth  till  now.  She 
united  the  foresight  of  a  sage,  with  the  devotion 
of  a  woman.  I  would  have  been  insensible^ 
indeed,  had  I  not  testified  my  regard  and  admira^ 
tion ;  and  Biddy  was  still  resting  on  my  shoalder; 
when  the  quartermaster's  latch-key  announced 
his^  return  from  the  club. 

After  supper  I  apprized  Roger  of  my  passion 
for  his  daughter,  and  modestly  admitted  that  I 
had  found  favour  in  her  sight.  He  heard  my 
communication,  and  frankly  confessed  that  I  waa 
a  son-in-law  he  most  approved  of.  Emboldened 
by  the  favourable  reception  of  my  suit,  I  ven- 
tured to  hint  at  an  early  day,  and  pleaded  ^^  a 
short  leave  between  returns,"  for  precipitancy^ 
The  quartermaster  met  me  like  a  man. 

**  When  people  wished  to  marry,  why  delay 
was  balderdash.  Matters  could  be  quicUy  and 
quietly  managed.     His  money  was  ready — no 
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bonds  or  post  otnti— «  cleutliotiiiiut'fti'lKiBiflb 
and  uiother  the  momeDt  an  opening  to  pnrdUM 
a  Btep  Bhoald  occur.  No  use  in  minco^  uiaUCtt 
among  friends.  Mn.  O'Finn  was  an  ezodlAit 
woman  She  wai  a  true  fiiend,  and  a  good 
Catholic ;  but  d — n  it,  she  had  oH-woHd  notioiu 
about  fiunily,  and  in  pride  die  deril  was  a  ftol  to 
her.  If  she  came  home  before  tlie  coenoWf, 
there  would  be  an  cndleas  fiua — and  Ei^;er'eoa- 
dnded  by  auggesdng  that  we  ahonld  be  manned 
the  next  evening,  and  give  my  honoured  atmt  an 
agreeable  surprise." 
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mister  undertook  to  conduct  the  nuptial  prepara- 
tions ;  a  friend  of  his  would  perform  the  cere- 
mony,  and  the  quieter  the  thing  was  done  the 
better.  After  breakfast  he  set  out  to  complete 
all  matrimonial  arrangements ;  and  I  strolled  into 
the  garden  to  ruminate  on  my  approaching  hap- 
piness, and  bless  Heaven  for  the  treasure  I  was 
destined  to  possess  in  Biddy  Maginn. 

No  place  could  have  been  more  appropriately 
selected  for  tender  meditation.  There  was  the 
conscious  hedge,  that  had  witnessed  the  first  kiss 
of  love ;  ay,  and  for  aught  I  knew  to  the  con- 
trary, the  identical  flower-pot  on  which  her 
sylphic  form  had  rested ;  sylphic  it  was  no  longer, 
for  the  slender  girl  had  ripened  into  a  stout  and 
comely  gentlewoman ;  and  she  would  be  mine — 
mine  that  very  evening. 

*'  Ah !  Terence,"  I  said  in  an  under  tone, 
'*  Few  men  at  twenty-one  have  drawn  such  a 
prize.  A  thousand  pounds  ready  cash — a  regi- 
ment in  perspective — a  wife  in  hand ;  and  such  a 
wife — young,  artless,  tender,  and  attached.     By 
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every  thing  awtrimonu],  you  bsve  the''lsdc9clf 

thauBondB?"  >    ■  inij"' 

My  Boliloquy  was  interrupted  by  A  aoito'on 

the  other  «de  of  the  fence.     I  looked  oven  '"Ti 

was  my  aunt's  maid ;  and  great  waa  our  motad 

astonishment !     Judy   blessed    herselft   n   At 

ejaculated —  ■■■■''■ 

"HolyViigtn!  Master  Terence,  is  ^tuyouP" 

I  satisfied  her  of  my  identity,  ind  letrMcl  to' 

my  unspeakable  surprise  that  my  aunt  faadlC'' 

turned  unexpectedly,  and  that  she  had  not  the 

remotest  suspicion  that  her  aflectionate  ncphmr* 


tbe  Jittil  ^  drore  ye;  here  P  Lord  ptrdon  me :  fyt 
mentioning  him !" 

p  >'  My  dutyv  dear  aunL  I  am  but  a  week 
landed  £rom  Jersey,  and  could  not  rest  till  I  got 
leave  from  the  colonel  to  run  down  between 
reliurnsi  and  pay  you  a  hurried  visit.  Lord ! 
How  well  you  look ! " 

<^  Ahl  then,  Terence,  jewel,  if  a  hard  for  me 
to  lode  well,  considering  the  way  I  have  been 
fretted  by  the  tenants,  and  afflicted  with  tbe 
lumbago.  Denis  Clark — may  the  widow's  curse 
follow  him  wherever  he  goes! — bundled  off  to 
America  with  a  neighbour's  wife,  and  a  year  and 
a  half's  rent  along  with  her,  the  thief!  And 
then,  since  Holland  tide,  I  have  not  had  a  day's 
health.'*' 

<^  Well,  from  your  looks  I  should  never  have 
supposed  it.  But  you  were  visiting  at  Meldrum 
Castle?" 

^^  Yes,  faith,  and  a  dear  visit  it  was*  Nothing 
but  half-crown  whist,  and  unlimited  brag.  Lost 
seventeen  points  last  Saturday  night.     It  was 
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Sunday  morning,  Cbrirt  pardoit « .ton  g^i^nvl 
But  what  was  that  to  my  luclc  yeatcxdiy  fnnip^ 
Bragged  twice  for  large  poola,  with  red  iubim  iqd 
black  L-DATa;  and  Mrs.  Coooey,  both.^mcit 
shewed  natural  aces !  If  ever  wonuD  HUheneK 
alio  baa.  The  Lord  atand  between  oa  and  snl! 
Well,  Terence,  you'll  be  eipecting  jouc  fDlB- 
ter's  allowance.  Well  make  it  out  iome  btfw-:— 
Heigh  bo  l  Between  bad  carda,  and  mqawaj 
tenants,  I  can't  attend  to  my  aoul  M  I  aa^btf 
and  Holy  Week  coming ! " 

I  e^qtressed  due  sympathy  for  her  lowes.  and 
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ddlhi  tijpoii  the  molt  and  fhree  hvoidred  a  yeir 
fidfihg  her  mother.  I  asked  her  here  on  a  visit, 
and  though  he  had  ridden  past  without  calling  on 
me,  wrote  him  my  plan,  and  invited  him  to  meet 
6e^.  '  What  do  you  thhik,  Terence,  was  his 
reply?  Why,  that  Miss  MacTeggart  might  go 
to  Bath,  for  he  woald  have  no  call  to  my  swivel- 
eyed  customers.  There  was  a  return  for  my 
kindness;  as  if  a  woman  with  five  thousand 
dowrif  and  three  hundred  a  year  in  expectation, 
was  required  to  look  straight.  Ah  !  Terence,  I 
wish  you  had  been  here.  She  went  to  Dublin, 
and  was  picked  up  in  a  fortnight.'" 

Egad!  here  was  an  excellent  opportunity  to 
broach  my  own  success.  There  could  be  no  harm 
in  making  the  commander's  widow  a  confidante ; 
and,  after  all,  she  had  a  claim  upon  me  as  my 
early  protectress. 

*'  My  dear  aunt,  I  cannot  be  surprised  at  your 
indignation.  Arthur  was  a  fool,  and  lost  an 
opportunity  that  never  may  occur  again.  In 
fact,  my  dear  madam,  I  intended  to  have  given 
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you  an  agreeable  mrprise.  I — I-^l  'm  on— 
the  veiy  brink  of  matriinony ! "         "  '' 

'<  Holy  Bridget !"  excltuned  Mn.  O'Fllili,  ai 
she  crossed  herself  devoutly.  ■    •  ■  "  ■'  v 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  I  am  engaged  to  «'Ildy'«!M)l' 
two  thousand  pounds."  ''' 

'*  Is  it  rratfy,  Terence?"  mH  my  atmti'''  "' 

"  Down  on  the  table,  before  the  priettJtAis  on 
bis  TeBtment."  '"    '    '"' 

<*  Arrah — my  blessing  attend  ye,  TeMn^.  I 
knew  you  would  come  to  good." 

"  Is  she  young?" 


'<  What  is  h^  father,  Terence  ?'' 

"  A  soldier,  ina*am/' 

^'  Lcnrd^quite  enough.  He's  by  profession  a 
gentleman;  and  we  can't  expect  to  find  every 
day  descendants  fimm  the  kings  of  Connaught, 
like  the  O'Shaughnessys  and  the  OTinns. 
But  when  is  it  to  take  place,  Terence  ? '' 

'*  Why,  faith,  ma'am,  it  was  a  bit  of  a  secret ; 
but  I  can  keep  nothing  from  you.'^ 

*'  And  why  should  ye.  Haven't  I  been  to 
you  more  than  a  mother,  Terence?^ 

"  I  am  to  be  married  this  evening?" 

"  This  evening !  Holy  Saint  Patrick !  and 
you're  sure  of  the  money.  It's  not  a  rent-charge 
— nothing  of  bills  or  bonds  ?  " 

*''  Nothing  but  bank  notes ;  nothing  but  the 
aragudh'sheesey  * 

"  Ogh !  my  blessing  be  about  ye  night  and 
day.     Arrah,  Terence,  what's  her  name  ?  "^ 

*•  You'll  not  mention  it.  We  want  the  thing 
done  quietly." 


•  AnsBce,  cash  down. 
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"  Augh,  Terence ;  and  do  joa  thiaL  Ivoald 
let  any  thing  yo  told  me  slip  ?  By  thia  enHi," — 
and  Mrs.  O'Finn  bisected  the  forefinger  of  Iier 
left  hand  with  the  corresponding  digit  of  d* 
right  one ;  "  the  face  of  clay  ihall  mmt  ba  Am 
wiser  of  aay  thing  ye  meotifm ! " 

After  this  desperate  a^juratioo  iben  wm  m 
refuung  my  annt's  reqocsL 

*'  You  know  her  well,"  —  and  I  looted  et 
trcinely  cunning. 

"Do  I,  Terence?  Let  me  boo  I  h«¥e  it, 
It's  Ellen  llobinson.     No — though  her  moDsy's 
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«<  Wlio  ?•— wbO)  &r  the  sake  of  heaTcn  ?" 

«  Biddy  Maginn  !  - 

^'  Oh,  Jasos !  ^  ejacuhtted  the  captain's  relict, 
as  she  sank  upon  a  chair.  '*  Vm  murdered ! 
Give  me  my  salts,  there.  Terence  O'Shaugh- 
nessy,  don'^t  touch  me.  I  put  the  cross  be- 
tween us/' — and  she  made  a  crural  flourish  with 
her  hand.  **  You  have  finished  me,  ye  villain. 
Holy  Virgin  !  what  sins  have  I  committed,  that 
I  should  be  disgraced  in  my  old  age?  Meat 
never  crossed  my  lips  of  a  Friday ;  I  was  regular 
at  mass,  and  never  missed  confession ;  and,  when, 
the  company  were  honest,  played  as  fair  as  every 
body  else.  I  wish  I  was  at  peace  with  poor 
dear  Patt  O'Finn.     Oh !  murder !  murder !  " 

I  stared  in  amazement.  If  Roger  Maginn  had 
been  a  highwayman,  his  daughter  could  not  have 
been  an  object  of  greater  horror  to  Mrs.  O'Finn. 
At  last  I  mustered  words  to  attempt  to  reason 
with  her,  but  to  my  desultory  appeals  she  re- 
turned abuse  fit  only  for  a  pickpocket  to  receive. 

^*  Hear  me,  madam.'' 
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"  Oh,  TOU  coi 


"  For  heftTen's  sale,  listen ! " 

"  Ob !  thtt  the  O'Finni  ind  the  O'Shn^lH 
nesayg  should  be  disgraced  by  a  iiiimi  niililiil 
gommoiigef  of  your  kind!" 

"  You  won't  hear  me." 

"  Biddy  Maginn  ! "  she  eidAuned.  **  Wkj 
bad  as  my  poor  brother,  your  firifaer,  waa»  ami 
though  he  too  married  a  dev3  that  Itdped  to 
ruin  him,  she  was  at  all  cveots  a  la^  in  her  mm 
right,  and  cougin-german  to  Lord  I 
llut — you — ^you  unfortunate  diadple." 
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<'  And  is  it,"  said  I,  **  because  Miss  Maginn 
cta't  count  her  pedigree  firom  Fin  Maooul»  that 
dm  should  not  discharge  the  duties  of  a  wife.^ 

My  aunt  broke  in  upon  me. 

^*  There's  one  thing  certain,  that  she'll  dis- 
charge the  duties  of  a  mother.  Heavens !  if  you 
had  married  a  girl  with  only  a  blast,*  your  con- 
nexions might  brasen  it  out.  But  a  woman  in 
such  a  barefaced  condition — as  if  her  staying  in 
the  house  these  three  months,  could  blind  the 
neighbours,  and  close  their  mouths." 

**  Well,  in  the  deviFs  name,  will  you  say  what 
objection  exists  to  Biddy  Maginn  making  me  a 
husband  to-night  ?  ** 

*'  And  a  papa  in  three  mbnths  afterwards ! " 
rejoined  my  loving  aunt. 

If  a  shell  burst  in  the  bivouac,  I  could  not 
have  been  more  electrified.  Dark  suspicions 
flashed  across  my  mind — a  host  of  circumstances 
confirmed  my  doubts — and  I  implored  the  widow 
of  the  defunct  dragoon  to  tell  me  all  she  knew. 

*  AnglicCi  afiaw  of  the  reputation, 
VOL.  ir.  L 
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It  was  a  Bunple,  altbougfa,  ai  fkr  w  I  Was 
concerned,  not  a  flattering  namtim  Biddy  lud 
commenced  an  equestrian  novitiate  under  dhe 
tutelage  of  Lieutenant  HaBtii^  Her  pwgtMB 
in  the  art  of  horsemanship  wag  no  doubt  rery 
utisTactory,  and  the  pupil  and  the  pnAmoc 
frequently  rode  out  lete-a-lele.  Biddy,  poor  eo^ 
was  fearful  of  exhibiting  any  maladdret»e,  and 
of  course,  roads  less  frequented  tfa«n  the  king's 
highway  were  generally  choeen  tot  her  tiding 
lessons.  Gntdoally  these  excundona  became  mue 
eztensiTe;    twilight,  and  in  tummer  tooj  often 
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ordered  off;  and  it  was  whispered  that  there  had 
been  a  desperate  blow-up  between  the  young  hidy*s 
preceptor  the  lieutenant,  and  her  papa  the 
quartermaster.  Once  only  had  Biddy  ventured 
out  upon  the  mall :  but  she  was  cut  dead  by  her 
quondam  acquaintances.  From  that  day  she 
seldom  appeared  abroad;  and  when  she  did, 
it  was  always  in  the  evening,  and  even  then 
closely  muffled  up.  No  wonder  scandal  was  rife 
touching  the  causes  of  her  seclusion.  A  few 
charitably  ascribed  it  to  bad  health — others  to 
disappointment — ^but  the  greater  proportion  of 
tho  £air  sex  attributed  her  confinement  to  the 
true  cause,  and  whispered  that  Miss  Maginn  was 
*^  as  ladies  wished  to  be,  who  love  their  lords.**^ 

Here  was  a  solution  to  the  mystery  I  It  was 
now  pretty  easy  to  comprehend  why  Biddy  was 
swathed  like  a  mummy,  and  Roger  so  ready  with 
his  cash.  No  wonder  the  demoiselle  was  anxious 
to  abridge  delay,  and  the  old  crimp  so  obliging 
in  procuring  a  priest  and  preparing  all  requisite 
matters  for  immediate  hymenealSi,    What  j^^t  to 
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be  done  ?  What,  but  denounce  tbe  frul  &ir  os^ 
■net  aimifailste  thtt  vilkin,  ber  &tiher.  Withgnit. 
■  word  of  expUnation  I  cauglit  op  mjr  hn— end 
left  the  houae  in  a  hurry,  end  Mrs.  O'Finn  in  n 
state  of  nervousneH  that  threatened  to  beoome 
hysterical. 

When  I  reached  the  quartcr-maeter'a  babitai- 
don,  I  hastened  to  my  own  apattmeDt  and  got. 
my  traps  together  in  double  quick.  I  intended 
to  have  abdicated  quietly,  and  favoured  the 
intended  Mrs.  O'Shauglmefleey  with  an  epiatla 
conuaunieatiDg  tbe  reasons  that  induced  me  to 
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**  He's  6  Qsefbl  person,''  I  replied  drily ; 
*<  anid  all  you  want  is  a  son-in-law/'  ) 

*^  A  what?*"  exclaimed  the  father  of  Misa 
Biddy. 

"  A  son-in-law  ?" 

"  Why  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?^ 

**  Not  a  jot  more  or  less  than  what  I  s^y. 
You  have  procured  the  priest,  hut  I  suspect  the 
bridegroom  will  not  be  forthcoming." 

"  Zounds,  sir !  do  you  mean  to  treat  mf 
daughter  with  disrespect  ?" 

•*  Upon  consideration,  it  would  be  hardly 
fair  to  deprive  my  old  friend  Hastings  of  his 
pupil.  Why,  with  another  week's  private  tuition, 
Biddy  might  offer  her  services  to  Astley.** 

"  Sir, — if  you  mean  to  be  impertinent," — '' 
and  Roger  began  to  bluster,  while  the  noise 
brought  the  footman  to  the  hall,  and  Miss  Biddy 
to  the  banisters  ^  shawled  to  the  nose.'  I  began 
to  lose  temper. 

Why,  you  infernal  old  crimp  ! " 
You  audacious  young  scoundrel !'' 


(( 
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**  Ob,  Jasiu !  grntletnen  !  Face  fin-  tm  ake 
of  the  blessed  mother  ! "  cried  the  bitfler  fimt 
below. 

"  Father,  jeweJ.  Terence,  mj  only  to**!" 
screamed  Mi^  Biddy,  over  die  stsfaeaW.*^ 
"What  is  the  matter!" 

"  He  uants  to  be  off,"  roared  the  t 


"  Stop,  Terence,  or  yoall  haive  my  lift  'to 

iwer  for." 

'*  Lord,  Biddy,  how  ftt  you  are  grown !" 

"  You  shall  fnlfi]  your  promise,"  cried  "Ri^tr, 
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<<  DonH  let  him  out  !"  roared  her  sire. 

The  gentleman  with  the  beef-steak  collar  made 
a  demonstration  to  interrupt  my  retreat,  and  in 
return  received  a  box  in  the  ear  that  sent  him 
half  way  down  the  kitchen  stairs. 

"  There,"  I  said,  *'  give  that  to  the  old  rogue, 
your  master,  with  my  best  compliments*' — and 
bounding  from  the  hall  door,  Biddy  Maginn  like 
Lord  Ullin's  daughter,  "  was  left  lamenting ! " 

Well,  there  is  no  describing  the  rookaicn  *  a 
blow  i^  like  this  occasioned  in  a  country  town. 
I  was  unmercifully  quizzed;  but  the  quarter- 
master and  his  heiress  found  it  advisable  to 
abdicate.  Roger  removed  his  household  goods 
to  the  metropolis — Miss  Biddy  favoured  him  in 
due  time  with  a  grandsou ;  and  when  I  returned 
from  South  America,  I  learned  that  *^  this  lost 
»  love  of  mine  "  had  accompanied  a  Welsh  lieute- 
nant to  the  hymeneal  altar,  who  not  being  '^  over 
particular  "  about  trifles,  had  obtained  on  the 

*  Anglice,  confusion. 
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Mine  monuBg  ■  wife,  in  lieir,  aai  m  tMHti^— 
with  R<^eT'B  blessing  into  the  bvgiiu. 

"  Why,  what  «  fbol  you  were  Terence** — Mid 
O'Connor,  "  had  yon  but  taken  fintane  at  die 
flood,  and  made  Miss  Biddy  Mi*.  CSbao^ 
jtemy,  what  between  cash  and  crimjrii^,  you 
might  have  been  now  commandiDg  a  brigade.*' 

"  Ay — when  you  know  how  I  fiuled  twice 
afterwards,  you  will  admit  that  I  have  been  an 
unlucky  suitor." 

"  What,  two  efforts  more — and  still  doomed 
to  single  blessedness  ?" 
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caY«lry  had  loi^  since  detached  their  pickets — and 
every  necessary  precaution  had  been  takep  to 
guard  against  surprise.  The  hum  from  the  distant 
bivouacs  became  fainter — the  fires  sparkled  more 
brightly  in  the  gloom  —  group  after  group  be- 
took themselves  to  sleep  —  the  tattoo  echoed 
through  the  hills — ^^  while  the  deep  war-drum^s 
sound  announced  the  close  of  day." 


NIGHT  IN  THE  PYRENEES— THE  MURDERED 
SENTINEL— AND  THE  GUERILLA  CHIEF. 

From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night, 
The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds, 
That  the  fix'd  sentinels  almost  receive 
The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch. 

King  Henry  Y. 

\Yho's  there  ?    Stand,  and  unfold  yourself. 

Hamlet. 

Go — get  some  water, 
And  wash  this  filthy  witness  from  your  hand. 

Macbeth. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


NIGHT  IN  THE  PYRENEES— THE  MURDERED 
SENTINEL— AND  THE  GUERILLA  CHIEF. 


It  was  a  clear  and  starry  night,  the  moon  had 
not  risen^  but  the  dark  masses  of  mountain  occu- 
pied by  the  rival  armies,  was  visible  for  many 
a  mile.  An  hundred  thousand  warriors  were 
stretched  upon  the  adjacent  hills,  and  yet  there 
were  frequent  intervals,  when  the  rifle  outpost 
was  silent  as  a  hermit*s  cell.  Few  sounds  rose 
above  the  rush  of  the  river,  which  swollen  by  the 
heavy  rains  tumbled  over  a  ridge  of  rock,  and 
deadened,  in  its  roar  of  waters,  noises  that  other- 
wise would  have  fallen  upon  the  ear.  Far  off, 
occasional  spSrkles  from  the  watch-fires  showed 
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the  position  of  the  more  distant  brigades,  while 
ftt  dmes  the  sharp  challenge  and  prompt  regly 
rose  above  the  sdlhieEs  of  the  night,  and  indicated 
that  the  sentinels  were  on  the  alert,  and  the  ont^ 
lioat  officer  making  bis  "  lonely  roasd." 

Tlic  bridge  where  Major  O'Connor  with  three 
companies  of  his  regiment  was  posted,  wm  a  ptia 
of  considerable  importance ;  and,  from  the  prou- 
mity  of  a  French  picket  a  vigilant  look  out  wif 
indispensable.  The  seventy  of  the  weatha,  fk- 
tiguing  duty,  and  privations  in  food  and  ahelter, 
consequent  on  being   cantoned   in  a   ntotmtaiD 
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poets  of  their  command,  to  satisfy  themselves 
that  the  sentries  were  on  the  qui  vive;  thus 
guarding  against  surprise  from  the  enemy,  and 
making  any  attempt  to  quit  the  lines,  without 
observation,  almost  an  impossibility  to  a  deserter. 

When  so  much  regarding  general  safety  and 
prevention  of  crime  depended  on  individual  duu 
racter  and  conduct,  officers  were  strictly  enjoined, 
when  on  duty  at  any  advanced  post,  to  place  no 
sentry  contiguous  to  a  French  picket,  in  whose 
steadiness  the  greatest  confidence  could  not  be 
reposed.  Only  the  bridge  in  front  of  the  rifle 
bivouac  separated  the  troops  that  occupied  it  from 
the  French  tirailleurs ;  each  of  its  extremities 
was  held  by  a  rival  sentinel.  The  respective 
pickets  were  scarcely  a  pistol-shot  asunder.  It 
was  the  most  advanced,  the  most  important  of 
the  entire  outposts,  and  none  but  an  approved 
soldier  was  ever  placed  upon  the  bridge  after  beat 
of  tattoo. 

That  an  experienced  and  intdligent  officer,  like 
the  commandant  of  the  rifles^  should  &el  the 
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gmt  retponnlnlity  of  the  doty  he  «M  a 
with,  mmj  be  inugmed,  and  at  all  boon  af  Ab 
night  be  viaited  hia  lentries  in  penoD.  It  WM 
new  morning,  vheu  BOendy  riiing  fton  the  basr* 
akin  on  which  he  iaj,  he  took  hia  dotk  and  nitii, 
and  left  the  luTonmc  onnoticed  by  hk  liaepag 
comndea,  whose  slumbers  appeared  as  Mmid  •■ 
if  the  enemy  were  beyond  the  Pyrenees. 

He  paused  at  the  door  of  the  bord,  and  tat  ai 
finr  momenta  gased  in  ulent  admiration  at  tbe 
strange  and  atupendoua  oljects  with  whieb  be 
was  on  every  side  aurrounded.     In  front,  ftr  m 
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rereikd  mr  hid  them.  The  deep  repose  of  mid- 
night—the immediate  proximity  of  an  enemy— 
the  ehaace  that  the  next  son  would  set  upon  a 
fidd  of  slaughter,  and  that  the  unearthly  still* 
ness  that  reigned  in  these  solitudes  now,  would, 
in  a  few  hours,  be  succeeded  by  the  rush  of 
battle,  and  roar  of  red  artillery— all  weighed 
upon  the  heart,  and  rendered  this  mountain  night* 
scene,  even  to  a  careless  spirit,  grand,  solemn, 
and  imposing. 

O'Connor  found  the  picket  duly  vigilant,  and 
learned  from  the  subaltern  in  command,  that 
the  chain  of  sentries  had  been  recently  visited, 
and  all  were  found  at  their  posts.  The  night,  it 
appeared,  had  passed  without  alarm,  the  French 
bivouacs  had  been  unusually  quiet,  and  no  move* 
ment  had  been  observed  at  the  outposts,  except 
that  occasioned  by  the  ordinary  reliefs  along  the 
line.  O'Connor  inquired  who  had  charge  of  the 
bridge ;  and  when  the  sergeant  named  the  man^ 
he  determined  to  proceed  thither  before  he  re- 
turned to  his  humble  bearskin. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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The  sentiy  vhose  fidelity  had  exdlod  the  «ii». 
jndoa  of  his  commanding  officer,  bad  more  dm 
once  proved  himself  a  daring  aoldier ;  h«  had 
volunteered  two  fbrlcm  hopes,  and  was  alwaji 
foremost  when  sldrmishing  with  the  French  ligbt 
troops.  But  O'Connor,  who  carefully  studied 
the  individual  character  of  those  placed  mukr 
him,  had  seen  in  the  suspected  man  mach  to 
dislike.  In  dispodtion  he  was  daric,  violent  and 
unforgiving;  and,  even  in  his  gallantry,  then 
was  a  reckless  feroci^  r^arding  human  life,  that 
made  his  officers  detest  him.     His  i 


NtOHT  IN  THE  PYRENEES.  168 

lying  on  the  ground,  and  it  was  quite  evident  that 
the  late  owner  had  gone  over  to  the  enemy. 

This  discovery  mortified  the  soldier  dee^y. 
Since  the  British  army  had  entered  the  Pyrenees, 
frequent  as  the  offence  had  been,  O'^Connor  had 
not  lost  a  single  man  by  desertion.  The  occur- 
rence was  annoying,  and  he  blamed  himself  for 
not  Ufiing  greater  circumspection.  To  prevent 
any  recurrence  of  the  crime,  he  determined  for 
the  future  to  double  the  sentries  along  the  chain, 
and  as  the  time  for  relief  was  not  distant,  he 
resolved  to  remain  until  it  arrived,  and  watch  the 
bridge  himself. 

He  took  up  the  deserter*s  rifle,  and  ascertained 
that  it  was  primed  and  loaded.  All  was  quiet-— 
every  sound  was  hushed,  or  so  faint  as  not  to 
be  heard  above  the  rushing  of  the  waters.  In 
the  clear  starlight  he  could  perceive  the  French 
sentinel  moving  slowly  backwards  and  forwards, 
occasionally  stopping  to  look  over  the  battlement 
of  the  bridge  at  the  swollen  river,  as  it  forced  its 
current  through  the  narrow  arch ;  and  then  re- 

u2 
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mming  his  measured  step,  hummhig  some  popnltr 
canTonet,  which  he  had  tint  hesid  under  a  mnaif 
tky,  and  probably  from  lips  he  loved. 

Ten  minutes  had  elapsed.  O'Connor  kept  a 
cautious  guard,  and  in  a  short  time  the  relief 
might  be  expected.  A  noise  fiom  the  fiirtltet 
aide  of  the  bridge  suddenly  arrested  hia  ittentioii. 
The  French  sentry  challenged — s  voice  replied — 
•od  next  moment  a  dark  figure  glided  into  tlw 
U^C,  and  dosed  with  the  dnuUenr.  A  brief 
colloquy  ensued,  and  the  Frenchman  appeared 
not  quite  satisfied  with  his  visiter,  as  he  kept  liia 
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denly  the  unknown  sprang  within  the  sentry's 
guard — a  blow  was  struck — a  loud  exclamation, 
and  a  deqp  groan  succeeded,  and  then  one  figure 
only  was  visible  in  the  starlight  That  was  the 
stranger's !  and  at  a  rapid  pace  he  crossed  the 
bridge,  and  confronted  the  English  sentineL 

"  Stand— or  I'll  fire ! '^ 

**  Hold — ^for  God'^s  sake !" — replied  a  voice  in 
tolerable  English.  ^'  I  am  a  Spaniard,  and  a 
friend.'' 

But  the  sentinel  was  resolute. 

*'  Friend  or  foe,"  he  cried,  **  keep  your  dis- 
tance.'' 

"  By  Heaven  !  "  rejoined  the  Spaniard,  **  I 
must  and  will  cross  over." 

"  One  movement  of  hand  or  foot,"  returned 
the  sentry  coolly,  ^^  and  you  are  a  dead  man." 

"  Am  I  not  a  faithful  ally  ?  What  fear  ye  ?" 

<^  I  fear  nothing,"  repUed  the  English  soldier* 

^'  Have  I  not  this  moment  rid  you  of  an 
enemy  .r^"  said  the  stranger. 
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"  Then  tuve  ;ou  dme  a  covn^  aad  in*. 
derone  iction/'  wm  the  Bcaitry's  uuwer. 

"  I  moat  pass — give  way,  or  111  force  il." 

"  My  finger  is  en  the  trigger,"  ntomed  Ae 
soldier.  '*  Another  step — another  whisper — aad 
111  send  a  bullet  through  your  hent." 

Both  paused— and  for  half  a  tnbnto^Milber 
spolte.  They  stood  almost  within  srd^  length; 
the  soldier  with  the  rifie  at  lus  shoulder,  Ae 
Spaniard  with  a  knife  grasped  firmly  in  a  hand* 
still  reeking  with  the  blood  of  the  slanfj^tteied 
Frenchman.     A  noise  was  heard — the  ueMincd 
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numd  given  to  the  guard  to  look  to  his  safe 
custody 

<'  Think  ye/'  he  said,  <'  that  I  am  likely  to 
return,  to  the  French  outpost,  and  inform  the 
detachment  that  I  stabbed  their  comrade  to  the 
heart?"  —  and  a  loud  laugh,  as  in  derision, 
accompanied  the  observation. 

The  dark  mantillo  in  which  the  Spaniard  was 
envebped,  had  hitherto  concealed  his  person, 
and  in  the  waning  starlight,  nothing  save  a  tall 
figure  and  swarthy  features  could  be  discovered ; 
but  when,  stopping  before  the  fire  around  which 
the  picket  were  collected,  the  blaze  revealed  his 
face,  one  glance  assured  O'Connor  that  his  pri- 
soner was  no  ordinary  man. 

The  stranger  was  scarcely  thirty,  and  were  it 
not  for  his  stem  and  vindictive  expression,  his 
&ce  would  have  been  singularly  handsome.  The 
dark  and  brilliant  eye  sparkled  from  beneath  a 
brow  which  appeared  to  darken  at  the  slightest 
contradiction;  the  nose  was  finely  formed;  the 
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teeth  white  tod  regular,  while  "■'-"nr'r  imt 
curling  in  rich  profusion  to  his  shoulden^  ad  a 
high  sod  noble  forehead,  completed  the  oatliaef 
of  a  countenance,  that  none  could  denj  wu  bnd> 
some,  but  few  would  wish  to  look  upon  a  MOMid 
time. 

A  trifling  incident  marked  the  chatMter  of  Uh 
Btnnget.  The  officer  of  the  [ncket  |«eamtcd  a 
canteen  to  his  commander,  and  then  pdifa^ 
ofiered  it  to  the  prisoner.  He  bowed,  and  pot 
finward  big  hand ;  bat  the  subaltern  started:— fia 
in  die  blase  he  observed  that  it  waa  diacdlooied 
to  the  wrist. 


THE  GUEBUJLA  CHIEF.  169 

lidded  down  sTock  beode  the  watch-fire;  then 

taking  the  canteen,  he  drank  and  returned  it  with 
a  bow. 

^  Are  you  the  commandant  at  this  fort?^  he 
inqoired,  as  he  turned  to  O^Connor. 

<^  I  am/'  was  the  reply. 

'^ Your  name,  sir?" 

Tie  soldier  gare  it 

*•  Indeed  !*'— exdiumed  the  Spaniard.  *'  Are 
yoQ  he  who  led  the  assault  at  Badajoz  ?" 

The  soldier  bowed,  as  he  replied  in  the  af- 
firmative. 

"Enough — I  would  speak  with  you  aside ;''^ 
and  fi^llowed  by  O^Connor,  he  walked  some  dis- 
tance firom  the  watch-fire. 

"  You  have  seen  me  before,^  said  the  Spaniard 
sharply. 

"  It  is  very  possible,''  was  the  soldier's  reply. 
"  Under  which  of  the  Spanish  commanders  have 
you  served  ?" 

•'  Under  none,"  replied  the  stranger. 

**  Are  you  not  a  soldier,  then  ?  Just  now  you 
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hinted  tlut  more  tlian  ODe  Frendnmti  hid  ftDen 
by  your  h«ad." 

"  Yes ;  some  have  perished  by  ny  hmd.  Mid 
many  a  hundred  by  my  order,"  letm—d  the 
pnaoner. 

"  Indeed  ?  May  I  inquire  who  it  it  A*t  I  ua 
addressing  ?" 

"  Willingly.  Heard  ye  erer  Uie  name  of 
Vicente  Moreno  mcnUoned?"  asked  the  Spaniaid. 

"  Moreno  1  Him  whom  the  French  hanged 
at  Grenada,  in  the  presence  of  hia  wife  and 
children." 
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<<  Ay/'  Btid  the  Spaniaid— <<  tbe  martyr. of 
liberty  was  well  and  speedily  avenged.  Befive 
tlie  second  moon  rose  above  the  grave  of  tbe 
slaughtered  soldier,  sevoity  French  captains  were 
shot  like  mangy  hounds,  by  my  order,  in  the 
maiket-^place  at  MarbeUa.'' 

''Ha!" — exchdmed ^O'Connor/ as  he  looked 
keenly  at  the  Spaniard — ^'^am  I  then  speaking 
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^^  Moreno,  the  Guerilla,  the  younger  brother 
of  him  they  murdered  in  the  square  of  Grenada, 
stands  beside  you.'' 

O'Connor  started !  <<  And  was  the  assassin  of 
the  French  sentmel  the  far-fiimed  chieftain  of  the 
mountain  bands  of  Ronda  ?  He  whose  exploits 
wore  rather  the  semblance  of  romance  than  the 
colour  of  reality ;  whose  career  had  been  so  suc- 
cessful and  so  sanguinary,  that  it  was  computed, 
from  the  hour  he  devoted  himself  to  avenge  his  faro- 
ther'^s  death,  that  more  than  two  thousand  French 
had  been  slain  by  the  bands  he  commanded !" 
While  O'Connor  recollected  the  ruthless  cha- 


172 


THE  GUERILLA,  CHIEF. 


ncter  of  thit  dreaded  diief,  all  mml  at  the 
•eene  upon  the  bridge  ceased;  for  to  atab  m 
enemy  who  was  in  hb  way,  woiJd  not  be  a  riiiMJ 
denUon  of  a  pin's  fee  to  one,  who  in  cold  blood 
had  ihot  his  prisoners  by  the  dosen. 

"  Doubtless  you  are  both  hungry  and  firtignsd/' 
said  die  soldier,  resuming  his  conreraatiMi  willi 
the  Guerilla.  "  Our  bivouac  is  hard  by,  and, 
such  as  it  is,  there  we  have  food  and  shcltor. 
Will  you  accept  what  I  can  ofier  V 

"  Most  willingly,"  rallied  Moreno;  "bodi 
will  be  welcome.    For  thirty  hours  I  have  tasted 
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to  the  heart  ^^Vengemoe  is  what  I  thuik  of 
when  awake — yengeance  is  what  I  dream  of 
aleeprng!" 

**  Have  you  been  haraanng  the  enemy  ?^ 

*'  I  have/'  returned  the  Guerilla,  *<  been  doing 
a  deed  that  will  carry  terror  to  eveiy  Frenchman^ 
and  make  the  usurper  tremble,  when  the  name  of 
Juan  Moreno  is  pronounced.  But  I  am  weary  ; 
give  me  some  food,  and  when  I  rest  for  a  few 
hours,  if  you  will  walk  with  me  up  the  heights,  I 
will  relate  my  last  adventure.'^ 

<<  Come,"  said  the  soldier ;  and  leading  the 
way,  he  introduced  the  weary  Spaniard  to  the 
hut,  struck  a  light,  and  placed  before  him  the 
best  cheer  a  scanty  larder  could  produce. 

The  Guerilla  ate  like  one  who  bad  been  for 
many  hours  fasting,  iii^shed  a  flask  of  wine,  and 
then  apologizing  for  keeping  his  host  from  his 
repose,  stretched  himself  beside  the  soldier^s  bear- 
skin, and,  as  if  in  the  full  consciousness  of  secu* 
rity,  dropped  into  a  sound  sleep,  which  remained 
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unbroken  until  the  lernll^  diBtotbed  the  Utodic 
at  dsybieak. 

One  ctrcumstsnce  Btruck  O^Connor  u  bdi^ 
remarkable.  Wearied  as  the  GoerilU  wm  before 
he  lay  down  on  bia  cloak,  he  took  ■  crucifix  fiotn 
his  boBoni,  and  repeated  his  pnyen  devoady. 
A  hand,  led  vith  recent  murder,  punctifiooaly 
let  fall  a  bead  at  every  ave ;  and  when  bis  oriaona 
were  ended,  be  replaced  the  emblem  of  sal^ationt 
which  be  appeared  to  venerate  so  much,  within 
the  same  breast  where  the  knife,  thtt  had  jtut 
despatched   two  unsuspecting  vicUnu,  waa  de- 
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One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge  I 
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When  the  drum  beat,  Moreno  started  from 
his  humble  bed,  and  for  a  moment  stared  wildly 
round  at  the  inmates  of  the  hovel,  who  were  all 
in  motion  at  *'  the  loud  alarum''  of  the  reveUl^e. 
O'Connor  observed  that  even  then  his  matins 
were  not  forgotten,  and  a  hurried  prayer  was 
muttered  ere  he  rose.  Beckoning  the  soldier  to 
follow,  the  Spaniard  bowed  courteously  to  all 
around,  and  then,  wrapped  in  his  mantillo,  slowly 
proceeded  towards  the  upper  heights. 
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'  After  an  hour's  ascent,  which  to  O'Connor  was 
particularly  tiresome,  but  to  the  Guerilla  easy  as 
if  he  journeyed  on  a  plain,  they  stepped  upon  a 
plateau  among  the  hills,  which  overlooked  the 
English  and  French  positions.  To  the  eoldier's 
astonishment,  Moreno  pointed  out  the  stations  of 
tlic  enemy's  corps  with  surprising  acciuracy,  and 
named  the  commanders,  and  numerical  force  of 
each  brigade.  Once  or  twice  he  referred  to  a 
vritten  document,  taken  from  his  pocket,  which 
was  evidently  a  Frencli  despatch.  After  it  short 
halt,  he  rose  from  the  rock  he  had  been  atting 
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The  appearance  of  this  formidable  body  waA 
fiur  more  picturesque  than  military.  They  might 
have  numbered  one  hundred,  and  all  were  armed 
and  equipped  according  to  individual  fancy.  Some 
were  showily  attired — others  slovenly  to  a  de> 
gree;  and  dresses  of  rich  velvet  were  singularly 
contrasted  with  the  coarser  clothes  worn  by  the 
peasantry  of  Andalusia.  They  looked  more  like  a 
banditti  than  an  organized  band ;  but  their  horses 
were  in  excellent  condition,  and  their  arms  of 
the  best  kind,  and  perfectly  elective.  The 
single  word  *'  my  firiend,''  obtained  for  the  visiter 
a  rapturous  welcome ;  and  a  brief  description  of 
their  rencounter  on  the  bridge,  which  O'Connor 
overheard  repeated  by  the  Guerilla,  seemed  to 
recommend  him  to  the  troop,  as  a  fitting  comrade 
for  their  bold  and  reckless  leader. 

There  was  in  the  whole  system  <^  Guerilla 
war&re  a  wild  and  romantic  character,  which^ 
could  its  cruelty  have  been  overlooked,  would 
have  rendered  it  both  chivalrous  and  exdtii^. 
Men  totally  unfitted  by  previous  habits  and  edu* 
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cation  suddenly  appeared  uytoa  t)>c  stage,  and 
developed  talent  und  detemii nation  that  made 
thcni  tlic  scourge  and  terror  of  the  invaders. 
But  theirs  was  a  combat  of  CKterminatiun-~naDO 
of  those  courtesies,  which  render  modem  warfare 
endurable,  were  granted  to  their  opponents — the 
desdlieet  hostility  was  unmitigated  by  succeas — 
and,  when  vanquished,  expecting  no  quaner  from 
the  French,  they  never  thought  of  exteudiug  it 
to  thoHc  who  unfortunately  became  their  prisoners. 
A  sanguinary  struggle  was  ra^ng;  and  vre  victU 
Bccmed,  with  "  war  to  the  knife,"  to  be  the  oaly 
HioUCMi  of  the  Guerillii. 
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trayed  the  intelligence  that  reached  him  in  his 
office — the  fairest  peasant  of  Estremadora  would 
tempt  the  thoughtless  soldier  with  her  beauty, 
and  decoy  him  within  range  of  the  bullet — ^and 
even  childhood  was  frequently  and  successfuUy 
employed  in  leading  the  unsuspecting  victim  into 
some  pass  or  ambuscade,  where  the  knife  or 
musket  closed  his  earthly  career. 

In  every  community,  however  fierce  and  law- 
less, different  gradations  of  good  and  evil  will  be 
discovered,  and  nothing  could  be  more  opposite 
than  the  feelings  and  actions  of  some  of  the 
Guerillas  and  their  leaders.  Many  of  these  des- 
perate bands  were  actuated  in  every  enterprise  by 
a  love  of  bloodshed  and  spoliation,  and  their  own 
countrymen  suffered  as  heavily  from  their  rapacity, 
as  their  enemies  from  their  swords.  Others  took 
the  field  from  nobler  motives :  an  enthusiastic 
attachment  to  their  country  and  religion  roused 
them  into  vengeance  against  a  tyranny  which  had 
become  insufferable — every  feeling  but  ardent 
patriotism  was  forgotten — ^private  and  dearer  ties 
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were  snapped  asuiider — homes,  and  wives,  and 
children  were  abandoned — privations  that  appetr 
almost  incredible  were  patiently  endured,  onti] 
treachery  dehvered  them  to  the  executioner,  or  in 
some  wild  attempt  they  were  overpowered  by 
numbers,  and  died  resisting  to  the  last. 

Drcadftd  as  the  retaliation  was  which  French 
cruelty  and  oppression  had  provoked,  the  GueriUa 
vengeance  against  domesitic  treachery  was  neither 
less  certain  or  Icbb  severe.  To  collect  money  or 
supplies  for  the  invaders,  convey  any  informattoo, 
coscesi  their  movements,  and  not  betray  than 
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lector  of  Afanagro,  for  pfofessiBg  attachment  ta 
line  usurper,  waa  stabbed  by  Urena  to  the  heart; 
and  s  seocet  oone^KJudence,  between  the  vife  of 
the  Alcalde  of  Birfaueda  and  tibe  French  general 
m  the  Bcxt  command,  haTing  been  detected  by  an* 
intercepted  deqpatdi,  the  wvetdied  woman,  by 
order  of  Juan  Martin  Diez,  the  Empecinado^ 
was  dragged  fay  a  Guerilla  party  from  her  houses 
her  hair  shaven,  her  denuded  person  tarred  and 
feathered  and  disgracefolly  exhibited  in  the  public 
market-place—and  she  was  then  put  to  death 
amid  the  execrations  of  her  tormentors.  Nor 
was  there  any  security  for  a  traitor,  even  were  his 
residence  in  the  capital,  or  almost  within  the  camp 
of  the  enemy.  One  of  the  fiiTourites  of  Joseph 
Bonaparte,  Don  Jose  Rigo,  was  torn  fhmi  hia 
home  in  the  suburbs  of  Madrid,  while  celebratiiig 
his  wedding,  by  the  Empecinado,  and  hanged  ill 
the  square  [of  Cadiz.  The  usurper  himself,  on 
two  occasions,  narrowly  escaped  from  this  des* 
pcxate  partisan.  Dining  at  Almeda,  some  two 
leagues  distance  from  die  capital,  with  one  of  the 
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generals  of  division,  thnr  hilarity  vas  Saddeidy 
interrupted  by  the  unwelcome  intclUgence  th«l 
the  Empecinado  was  at  hand,  and  nothing  but  a 
hasty  retreat  preserved  the  pscudo  kmg  fiom 
capture.  On  another  occasion,  he  trfts  surprised 
upon  the  GuadaUxara  road,  and  so  rapid  was  the 
Guerilla  movement,  so  determined  their  pursuit, 
that  before  the  French  could  be  succoured  by  tbe 
ganison  of  Madrid,  forty  of  the  royal  escort  were 
sabred  between  Torrejon  and  El  Molar. 

A  war  of  extermination  raged,  and  on  both 
iddci  blood  flowed  in  torrents.  Oae  set  of  cruelty 
was   as   Dromptly  answered  bv  another ;    and  ■ 
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i^njrearedr— they  ^wexe  shot  like  dogs ;  others  were 
bttteheEedin  the  towns,  their  bodies  left  rottmg 
<m;fcbe  hijgjiways^  and  their  heads  exhibited  on 
poles.  Tliatiieq»ect/ which  even  the  most  de- 
foeroA  ol  men  usually  pay  to  female  honour,  was 
shamefiiHy  disregarded;  and  more  than  one  Spa- 
n]acd>ilike  the  postmaster  of  Medina,  was  diivai 
tsi.the.mostidesperate  courses,  by  the  yiolation  of 
a  wife  and  the  murder  of  a  child* 

It  would  be  sickening  to  describe  the  horrid 
scenes  whidi  mutual  retaliation  produced.  Several 
of  the  Empednado's  followers,  who  were  surprised 
in  the  mountains  of  Guadarama,  were  nailed  to 
the  trees,  and  left  there  to  expire  slowly  by 
hunger  and  thirst  To  the  same  trees,  befcnre  a 
week  elapsed,  a  similar  number  of  French  soldiers 
were  affixed  by  the  Guerillas.  Two  of  the  inha- 
bitants of  Madrid,  who  were  suspected  of  com- 
municating with  the  brigands,  as  the  French 
termed  the  armed  Spaniards,  were  tried  by 
court-martial,  and  executed  at  their  own  door* 
The  next  morning  six  of  the  garrison  were  seen 
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hanging  ftom  walls  beside  the  high  road.  Sons 
females  related  to  Palarca,  sumamcd  the  Medico, 
had  been  abused  most  scandalously  by  the  escort 
of  a  convoy,  who  had  seized  them  in  a  wood ; 
and  in  return  the  Guerilla  leader  drore  into  •■ 
cnnitU  eighty  Frenchmen  and  their  oBioers,  «et 
fire  to  the  thatch,  and  burned  them  to  death,  or 
shot  them  in  their  endeavours  to  leave  the  blaxing 
chapel.  Such  were  the  dreadful  enormities  ■ 
system  of  retaliation  caused. 

Tliese  desperate  adventurers  were  commanded 
by  men  of  the  most  dissimihtr  profeaoons.  All 
vere  distinguished  by  some  lobrumttt  and  tlwiB 
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Martina.  So  indiscrimixiating  and  unrelenting 
was  this  female  monster  in  her  murder  of  friends 
and  foesy  that  Mina  was  obliged  to  direct  his 
force  against  her.  She  was  surprised,  with  the 
greater  portion  of  her  banditti,  and  the  whole 
were  shot  upon  the  spot. 

Of  all  the  Guerilla  leaders  the  two  Minas  were 
the  most  remarkable  for  their  daring,  their  talents, 
and  their  successes.  The  younger,  Xavier,  had 
a  short  career,  but  nothing  could  be  more  chival- 
rous and  romantic  than  many  of  the  incidents 
that  marked  it.  His  band  amounted  to  a  thou- 
sand, and  with  this  force  he  kept  Navarre,  Biscay, 
and  Aragon,  in  confusion ;  intercepted  convoys, 
levied  contributions,  plundered  the  custom- 
houses, and  harassed  the  enemy  incessantly.  The 
villages  were  obliged  to  furnish  rations  for  his 
troops,  and  the  French  convoys  supplied  him 
with  money  and  ammunition.  His  escapes  were 
often  marvellous.  He  swam  flooded  rivers  deemed 
impassable,  and  climbed  precipices  hitherto  un- 
traversed  by  a  human  foot.    Near  Estella  be  was 
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forced  by  numbers  to  talce  refuge  on  a  lofty  rock ; 
the  only  accessible  side  he  dcfcndcil  till  night- 
fall, when  lowering  himself  and  followers  by  a 
rope,  he  brou^t  his  party  off  with  scarcely  the 
toss  of  a  man. 

This  was  among  his  last  exploits ;  for  when  re- 
connoicring  by  moonlight,  in  the  hope  of  cap- 
turing a  valuable  convoy,  lie  fell  unexpectedly 
into  the  hands  of  an  enemy's  patrol.  Proscribed 
by  the  French  as  a  bandit,  tt  was  surprising  that 
hi«  life  wa§  spared;  but  his  loss  to  the  Guerillas 
was  regarded  as  a  great  misfortune. 

While  dieputine  as  to  the  chirfcc  of  a  leider. 
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cessor,  but  when  he  assumed  the  rommandj 
finn  and  daring  character  was  rapidly  devdoped. 
Echeverria,  vith  a  strong  following,  had  started 
as  a  rival  chief;  but  Mina  surprised  him — ^had 
three  of  his  subordinates  shot  with  their  leader — 
and  united  the  remainder  of  the  band  with  his 
own.  Although  he  narrowly  escaped  fiom  beooia- 
ing  a  victim  to  the  treacheiy  of  a  comrade^  the 
prompt  and  severe  justice  with  which  he  visited 
the  offender,  effectually  restrained  other  adven* 
turera  from  making  any  similar  attempt. 

The  traitor  was  a  sergeant  of  his  own,  who, 
from  the  bad  expression  of  his  face,  had  received 
among  his  companions  the  sobriquet  of  Malca- 
rado.  Discontented  with  the  new  commander, 
he  determined  to  betray  him  to  the  enemy,  and 
concerted  measures  with  Pannetia,  whose  brigade 
was  near  the  village  of  Robres,  to  surprise  the 
Guerilla  chiefUin  in  his  bed.  Partial  success 
attended  the  treacherous  attempt ;  but  Mina  de- 
fended himself  desperate^  with  the  bar  of  the 
door,  and  kept  the  French  at  bay  tSl  Gaitny  hia 


190  TH£  GUERILLA  BIVOOAC 

dwaen  comtade,  assisted  him  to  eaape.  Hie 
Guerilla  rallied  his  followers,  repulsed  the  eaaay, 
took  Malcarado,  and  shot  him  instantly,  while  tbe 
village  cure  and  three  alcades  imj^cated  in  the 
traitorous  design,  were  hanged  side  hj  nde  ufot 
ft  tree,  and  their  houses  raied  to  the  ground. 

An  example  <^  severi^  lilce  this  gave  can&* 
dence  to  his  own  followers,  and  exacted  nibnia* 
non  fiom  the  peasantry.  Every  where  Mina  lud 
ft  faithful  spy— eray  moTement  of  the  enei^ 
was  reported — and  if  a  village  magiatrate  reeeifed 
ft  zequisition  from  a  French  oommandant,  it  was 
romiwoicated  to  the  Guerilla  chief  with  i 
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siqpply;  and  Sat  days  he  would  exigt  apon  a  £ew 
tiacuitg,  or  any  thing  which  chance  threw  in  his 
road.  He  guarded  carefully  against  surprise— 
riept  with  a  dagg^  and  jnstols  in  his  girdle — and 
auch  were  his  active  habits,  that  he  rarely  took 
more  than  two  hours  of  repose.  The  mountain 
caverns  wesre  the  depositories  of  his  anunimition 
and  j^under ;  and  in  a  mountain  fiistness  he  esta- 
blished an  hospital  for  his  wounded^  to  which 
they  were  carried  in  litters  across  the  heights,  and 
placed  in  perfect  safety,  imtil  their  cure  could  be 
completed.  Gaming  and  plunder  were  prohibited, 
and  even  love  forbidden,  lest  the  Guerilla  might 
be  too  communicative  to  the  object  of  his  affec- 
tion, and  any  of  his  chieftain's  secrets  should 
transpire.  * 

Of  the  minor  chie&  many  strange  and  chival- 
rous adventures  are  on  record.  The  daring  phms, 
often  tried  and  generally  successful,  and  the  hair- 
breadth escapes  of  several,  are  almost  beyond 
belief.  No  means,  however  repii^nant  to  the 
hws  of  modem  warfiue,  were  unonployed; 
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the  inftonuity  with  which  intelligence  of  s  hotttis 
ffiDvrmciit  was  tranitinittcd  —  the  artifioc  with 
which  an  rnuniy  wag  delayed,  until  he  could  iM 
surrounded  or  turprieed,  iippvar  incrcdihle.  Of 
individual  ti-mdly  u  I'evr  inxtanccs  will  be  mtt- 
flcivnt.  At  the  execution  of  on  alcftldo  and  hia 
Hon  at  Mondragnn,  the  uld  tnuii  Imnntctl  that  two 
hundred  French  Iind  t'criKlicd  by  thnr  huda  t 
and  the  ChalecO)  Fnineiii  Mureno,  in  ■  reoord  flf 
hia  MirviecN,  liooiitH  of  \m  havinf;  waitnl  for  4 
ciivalry  patrol  in  a  ruvinp,  «ntl,  liy  the  difichuge 
of  K  huge  blundrrbuiiK    Loaded  nearly  to  (ba 
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to  be  a  fimcttoMuy  of  the  junta,  made  Ladrada  a 
aeene  of  bloodshed.  By  night  hii  Tictims  weio 
deepatched ;  and  to  the  disgrace  of  womaUi  his 
wife  was  more  sanguinary  than  himself.  Castanos 
at  length  arrested  their  blood-stained  career ;  and 
Pedmieida  was  hanged  and  beheadedi  and  Maria, 
hia  infemoue  oeofederate,  garotted. 

Castile  was  overrun  by  banditti;  and  one 
gang,  destroyed  by  a  Guerilla  chief  named  Juan 
Abril,  had  accumulated  plunder,  principally  in 
specie,  amounting  in  ralue  to  half  a  million 
reaks.  One  of  the  band,  when  captured  by  the 
French,  to  save  his  life  discovered  the  secret,  and 
offered  to  lead  a  party  to  the  place  where  the 
treasure  was  de}K)sited.  His  proposal  was  ac* 
cepted.  An  alguazil,  with  an  escort  of  cavalry, 
proceeded  to  the  wood  of  Villa  Viciosa,  and  there 
booty  was  found  worth  more  than  the  value 
affixed  to  it  by  the  deserter.  Returning  in  un- 
suspecting confidence,  the  party  were  drawn  into 
an  ambuscade  by  the  Medico,  who  had  been 
acquainted  with  the  expedition ;  and  of  the  escort 
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and  offidab,  with  the  ezcq>dan  of  fire  who 
numaged  to  escape,  every  one  wai  butchned 
without  mercy. 

Such  were  the  wild  and  relentless  foes  to  whom 
the  iDTaders  were  exposed — sach  werC'  the  Spa- 
wards,  who  had  made  themselTea  remaAabto  Sn 
patriotism  and  endtuance  —  anrpasnog  oottiage 
and  umnitigsted  cruelty.  In  those  annmd  lum 
O'Comior  looked  upon  men  who,  through  th« 
whole  Peninsular  struggle,  had  carried  teiror  widi 
their  names,  and  in  the  leader,  who  was  ataoding 
beside  him  apart  from  the  band,  he  reoogniaed  r 
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2d  Murderer.  Tm  one,  my  liege. 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  80  incens'd,  that  I  am  reckless  what 
I  do,  to  spite  the  world. 

1st  Murderer.  And  I  another. 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tugg'd  with  fortune, 
Tliat  I  would  set  my  life  on  any  cliance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't. 

Shakspsakb. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


A  GUERILLA  BREAKFAST. 


"What  think  you  of  my  band?"  said  the 
Guerilla  leader  to  Major  O'^Connor,  as  he  observed 
the  soldier's  eye  examining  the  formidable  troop, 
who  were  preparing  their  breakfast  in  the  valley 
below  the  rock  to  which  Moreno  and  his  compa- 
nion had  removed.  *'  Compared  with  your  own 
beautiful  and  efficient  regiment,  what  a  wretched 
rabble  my  wild  followers  must  appear !" 

"  Far  from  it,  my  friend/'  replied  the  soldier. 
"  Their  clothing  and  appointments  are  certainly 
irregular,  and  one  who  looked  to  dresses,  and  not 
the  men  who  wore  them,  might  hold  your  band 
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in  slight  eatimation.    Yonr  followna  i 

tive  and  determined  Boldiers,  and  mne  t€  Amb 

the  finest  fellows  I  have  ever  aeen." 

"Rie  Guerilla  seemed  pleased  with  the  ap|mbi- 
tion  his  troop  received  from  O'Connor. 

"  And  yet,"  he  siid,  "  the  youngeat  and  the 
most  powerful  are  not  those  who  have  shed  matt 
blood,  or  wrealicd  the  deepest  vengeance  «i  our 
common  enemy.  The  weakest  aim  is  aometimei 
united  to  the  strongest  heart;  and  while  oar 
morning  meal  is  in  preparation,  I  will  ptunt  out 
to  you  the   most  remarkable  among  my  oom^ 
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not  the  oppressors  crossed  these  mountains,  they 
would  have  worn  their  lives  away  in  their  native  val- 
leys^ as  peaceful  vinedressers  or  contented  artisans. 
Mark  you  that  old  man  leaning  against  a  rock  ?' 

*^  I  do,^  returned  the  soldier.  *<  The  grey  haur 
and  diminutive  person  would  lead  one  to  reckon 
him  the  least  formidable  of  your  companions."^ 

The  chief  smiled. 

'^  Is  there  any  thing  beside,  which  strikes  you 
in  him  as  remarkable  V 

^'  I  observe,'^  returned  the  soldier,  ^^  that  he  is 
provided  with  a  musket  of  unusual  length.**^ 

^'  And/'  continued  the  Guerilla,  ^^  one  arm  is 
lame,  from  whence  he  has  obtained  the  surname 
of  £1  Manco.  Many  an  enemy  has  perished  by 
that  old  man' s  hand — many  a  French  heart  the 
bullets  from  that  gun  have  searched." 

*' Indeed?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  chief.  **  El  Manco  was  wan- 
tonly injured,  but  he  was  as  desperately  avenged. 
There  was  not  a  more  peaceable  peasant  in  Cas* 
tile.     He  occupied  the  cottage  where  his  parents 
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had  Hred  and  died,  md  laboomd  m  iIh  i 
Ann  vhich  fail  fore&dun  liad  tiUed  fer  oMi 
His  home  was  in  a  Heqnestcred  ttHtj  amoi^ 
luUflf  and  ita  nmolenen  might  hav«  b 
toteeuK  the  homble  owntt  froaa  the  ionilnof 
■n  inrader.  But  no — ^wbete  ia  dte  wood  or  dill 
so  letind,  that  it  haa  eacqied  dw  cradty  nd 
n^iaci^  of  the  oppressors  P 

*'  Late  one  erening  a  small  par^  of  Pitth 
dragoons  appeared  unexpectedly  snang  the  mosb- 
tuna ;  and  the  secluded  valley  when  £1 1 
dwelt  was  aotm  discovered  by  theae  i 
Tticy  approached  tlie    old   i 


A  GVfiBlLLA  BBSJUaA&T.  201 

hear  ftoner  beanty;  and  bis  daughters,  only 
▼ei^g  upon  womanhood,  were  singularly  hand* 
same.  Homing  had  just  dawned— the  order  to 
■Murch  was  given,  and  the  unhappy  fiuniiy  sup* 
posing  that,  pleased  with  the  civility  they  had 
experienced  through  the  night,  the  marauders 
would  take  a  £riendly  leave,  came  forward  to  say 
fiurewelL  Half  the  party  mounted,  when,  on  a 
signal  from  their  officer,  a  dosen  ruffians  seised 
on  the  peasant's  daughters,  and  placed  them 
beibie  two  dragoons.  In  vain  the  astonished 
mother  clung  wildly  to  one  of  her  beloved  ones— 
in  vain  the  father  rushed  upon  the  horseman  who 
held  the  other.  He  was  maimed  for  life  by  a 
sword-cut,  and  his  wife  was  savagely  shot  by  the 
horseman,  from  whose  ruffian  grasp  she  had 
striven  to  extricate  her  child.  Wounded  and 
bewildered,  £1  Manco  leaned  over  the  dying 
woman.  In  a  few  minutes  she  breathed  her  last, 
and  her  groans  mingled  with  her  daughters' 
shrieks,  as  they  came  at  intervals  firom  the  moun- 
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tainst  oTCor  which  the  nvuben  *■•  < 
them. 

' '  For  thtee  moothB  £1  Manco  n 
and  daring  that  tune  no  tidings  of  hu  c 
could  bft  obluned.  At  length  tbc^  r 
their  once  happy  sod  innocent  home; — one  tmij 
to  die,  the  other  to  exist  diAhononred.  llie  rtoiy 
of  their  wrongs  seemed  to  louse  their  wretdMd 
fiither — memory  ctme  back — he  awore  eternal, 
implacable  revenge,  and  quitted  hia  uKdn  vaUqr 
fbr  erer.  His  only  arms  were  the  gun  you  am, 
and  the  knife  he  carries  in  his  boeom.  Bnd  • 
hutiter  in  his  youth,  he  was  an  excellent  marks- 
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parties  were  constantly  sent  out  to  appfehend  the 
dreaded  brigand.  Frequently  they  found  £1 
Manco  in  the  forest,  to  all  appearance  peaceably 
employed  in  cutting  wood ;  and  deceived  by  his 
age,  the  simplicity  of  his  answers,  and  his  feeble* 
ness,  they  were  contented  with  seeking  informa- 
tion, to  enable  them  to  apprehend  the  criminal. 
Accident  at  last  betrayed  El  Manco*s  secret ;  but 
before  the  discovery  was  made,  more  than  sixty 
Frenchmen  had  fallen  by  the  hand  of  that  maimed 
and  powerless  being.  Of  course,  he  was  obliged 
to  fly,  and  since  that  time  he  has  attached  him- 
self to  the  party  I  command." 

^^  It  is  a  strange  tale,  certainly,"  said  the 
soldier ;  <^  and  to  look  at  £1  Manco,  none  could 
suppose  him  to  be  capable  of  such  desperate 
retaliation." 

'^It  shows,"  replied  the  Spaniard,  ''that  the 
humblest  individual,  when  wantoply  abused,  has 
means  sufficient  for  revenge,  if  he  has  only 
courage  to  make  the  essay.  Did  you  know  the 
private  histories  of  this  band,  half  the  number  of 
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thoae  vlio  iill  my  ntnlu  tuTe  been  ftned  dun 
I^  injury  and  oppresnon.  Wir  drore  then  ftm 
more  peacdiil  vocabons,  and  wmt  obliged  dun 
to  adopt  a  course  of  life,  for  vhidi,  under  odm 
dccumstancea,  they  had  neither  indination  nor 
aUli^.  When  the  noble  refnaed  to  nlnmt  In 
the  thrall  of  a  foreign  dccpot,  and  waa  bqgand 
by  the  spoliations  of  the  tyrant's  mininni,  thiMD 
who  depended  on  him  as  letainoi  shared  in  die 
min  of  theii  protector,  llie  hildalgo  waa  diiTeo 
fiiom  his  hereditary  estate,  the  &inwr  had  his 
oropB  cot  down>  and  bis  Tineyaid  and  dive- 
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turn  of  rank — ^fiom   the  ruined   noble  to  the 
bankrupt  tradesman. — But  here  comes  breakfast 

Last  nightj  major,  you  and  I  were  like  enough 

to  prove  the  temper  of  the  knife  — this  morning 

veil  employ  it  for  friendlier  purposes/' 

The  Guerilla's  meal  was  a  strange  melange. 
There  was  broiled  mutton,  an  English  ham,  a 
flask  of  superior  wine,  French  biscuits,  rye  bread, 
and  two  or  three  nameless  culinary  preparations. 
Every  thing  was  served  in  plate ;  and  dish,  cup, 
and  spoon  were  all  of  massive  silver.  The  Spa- 
niard smiled  at  O'Connor's  astonishment. 

<'  You  see  how  we  mountain  soldiers  live. 
England  and  France,  Italy  and  Spain,  have  fur- 
nished materials  for  our  breakfast;  and  these 
silver  vessels,  biit  a  short  time  since,  were  ranged 
upon  a  royal  sideboard.  In  truth,  my  friend,  we 
are  indebted  for  them  all  to  El  Rey  Jose.  I 
picked  up  a  part  of  the  baggage  at  Vittoria,  and 
we  have  made  free  with  viands  provided  for  the 
usurper,  but  which  the  chance  of  war  gave  to 
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honester  men — ^you  and  me.  Drink — tbtt  mne 
is  excellent.  An  houi  hence  we  mirch;  nd  if 
you  please  it,  to  £11  up  the  interral,  I  will  idl 
you  nrnie  adventures  of  my  own." 
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VeDgeance^  deep  brooding  o*er  the  slain, 
Had  locked  the  source  of  softer  wo  ; 

And  burning  pride,  and  high  disdain, 
Forbade  the  rising  tear  to  flow. 

hay  of  the  Last  MmsireL 
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CHAPTER  X 
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I  AM  the  youngest  son  of  an  old  soldier.  My 
mother  died  while  I  was  an  infant;  and  my 
fiither,  after  serving  in  the  Royal  Guard  for  thirty 
years,  quitted  the  corps  from  ill  health — ^retired 
to  his  native  village — and,  on  his  pension  and 
paternal  estate,  lived  hospitably,  until,  at  a  good 
old  age,  he  slipped  away  calmly  from  the  world, 
respected  and  regretted  by  all  who  knew  him. 

ITiere  were  twenty  years  between  Vicente,  my 
elder  brother,  and  myself.  At  our  father'^s  death 
he  was  a  man,  and  I  but  a  schoolboy.  Although 
left  an  orphan,  I  had  no  destitution  to  complain 

VOL.  II.  p 
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1^;  Vicente  was  the  best  of  brotben— jw  tMSted 
me  irith  parental  tenderness — ^watdwd  evm  ny 
edocfttion — directed  my  studies — and,  vhen  I 
arrived  at  that  time  of  life  when  a  -ptakmim 
should  be  selected,  be  procured  for  me  an  t(p- 
ptnntment  in  the  capiul,  and  allotted  me  a  libenl 
portioa  of  his  income,  to  enable  me  to  mKOtun 
myself  as  a  gentleman,  until,  by  the  roatine  of 
office,  I  should  obtain  some  more  lucratiTe  poat 
Never  was  a  man  less  adapted  bynatnre  tm  m  life 
of  rapine  and  bloodshed  than  I.  My  diapoMtioii 
was  quiet  and  contemplative — booka  were  mf 
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The  diiector  of  the  office,  to  which  I  wag 
attached,  was  a  man  of  noble  descent  and  amiable 
character.  He  was  called  Don  Jose  Miranda. 
His  place  was  very  lucratiTe ;  and  as  he  had  a 
small  estate,  and  was  a  widower  with  but  one 
child,  it  was  beheved  that  the  young  Catalina 
would  inherit,  at  her  father's  death,  a  very  con- 
siderable fortune. 

The  director  appeared  partial  to  me  firom  the 
beginning — took  pains  in  teaching  me  the  duties 
of  the  office — showed  me  every  civility  in  his 
power — and  frequently  brought  me  to  his  house, 
a  villa,  pleasantly  situated  at  about  a  league's 
distance  firom  the  city.  There  I  passed  many  a 
happy  hour — for  there  I  first  became  acquainted 
with  Catalina. 

I  saw  and  loved  her.  You,  a  soldier  firom  boy- 
hood, who,  haply,  know  the  passion  but  by 
name,  would  smile  at  the  weakness  I  must  con- 
fess, did  I  own  the  ardour,  the  devotion,  with 
which  my  heart  worshipped  the  director's  daughter. 

Who  could  look  on  Catalina  and  remain  un« 

p2 
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moved?  She  «u  then  BeBrcclynxteMi,tticljtirt 
■pringing  into  womanhood,  with  aQ  die  dnnni 
that  render  beauty  inesistible.  Iliea  I  wm  dif- 
ftrent  fiom  what  I  now  am — can  had  not  aetded 
on  my  brow — this  band  waa  anatwned  wiUi 
blood — this  heart  was  not  wnmg  by  b^mj  nd 
insult — this  bosom  waa  not  bomhig  with  lercnge. 
Then  no  anxieties  disturbed  it;  and  all  it  throbbed 
for  was  the  object  of  its  love — the  yoimg,  the 
peeriess  Cstalina, 

I  did  not  sue  in  rain.    My  mistrea  listeoed  to 
my  declaradon  of  attachment  with  evident  ^m- 
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made  the  necessary  oommunicatioii.  He  heard 
me,  and  objected  only  to  the  want  of  a  sufficient 
fortune  on  my  part;  but,  at  the  same  time,  he 
proposed  to  remedy  that  eviL  He  was  becoming 
old — ^the  state  of  political  affairs  was  more  than 
threatening — a  national  convulsion  was  at  hand—* 
he  wished  to  retire  fiN)m  official  labour— and,  he 
said,  that  he  would  signify  his  intention  to  the 
government,  and  obtain  the  appointment  for  me. 

It  was  done.  His  application  was  favourably 
received — and  it  was  duly  intimated  by  the  mini- 
ster of  finance  that  I  should  be  Don  Jose's  suc- 
cessor. All  objection  to  my  union  with  Catalina 
was  removed,  and  the  day  was  named  on  which 
she  was  to  become  my  wife. 

The  revolution  broke  out  suddenly — events 
were  hurried  to  a  rapid  crisis — the  French  occu- 
pied Madrid — and  every  department  of  the  exe- 
cutive was  thrown  into  confusion.  In  all  the 
state  offices  persons  suspected  of  attachment  to 
their  lawful  king,  became  obnoxious  to  the 
usurper ;  they  were  unceremoniously  discarded. 
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and  the  niinioiu  of  the  invader  i 
Uwr  stead.  I  had  no  &ncj  for  politicil  ii 
consequently  I  had  never  been  a  partiaan,  andh 
might  have  been  supposed  that  I  ahoiild  bm 
escaped  the  wrath  of  the  deapot ;  bat,  beftre  I 
anspected  danger,  an  event  ocenrted  whidi  ons- 
tumed  all  my  hopes,  and  rendeted  ma  fir  evar  a 
wretched  and  a  mined  man. 

Driven  to  madnees  by  foreign  oppreaam,  the 
peasantry  of  Andalusift  had  tsoken  into  in 
tiMi,  and  declared  deadly  hostility  to  ibe  im 
Valdenebro  appeared  at  their  head — while  B^ 
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Catalins— my  ami  was  aiound  her  vaist,  her 
head  was  resting  on  my  bosom,  and  her  dark  and 
sparkling  eyes  turned  upon  mine,  as,  in  playful 
raillery,  die  taxed  me  with  some  fimciful  offence. 
A  bustle  without,  a  tramping  of  fiset  and  ringing 
of  qmrs,  was  heard  along  the  payed  corridor. 
Presently  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  a  French 
officer  of  dragoons  strode  haughtUy  across  the 
chamber,  while  his  orderly  remained  standing  in 
the  doorway.  I  sprang  up,  placed  myself  be- 
tweoi  Catalina  and  the  intruder,  and  demanded 
his  name  and  business.    He  smiled  ironically. 

^*  I  am  called  Henri  de  BlondviUe,''  he  said, 
''  a  captain  of  hussars ;  and  you,  if  I  am  not 
misinformed,  are  Don  Juan  Moreno/' 

"  I  am  Juan  Moreno/'  I  replied. 

**  Then  I  must  interrupt  your  tete-d-tete,  my 
friend.  Here,  Pierre — here  is  your  prisoner.'* 
Half-a-dozen  hussars  instantly  came  in.  I  re- 
monstrated, but  it  was  unavailing,  and  demanded 
to  know  the  nature  of  my  offence,  and  the  autho- 
rity by  which  I  was  treated  like  a  nudefiictor. 
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"  This  is  ray  wamnt,'"  leplkd  the  I 
u  he  scornfiilly  touched  the  handle  of  Iom  ttime. 
"  Secure  the  geatlenuui,"  he  oontinaed,  mAiktmr 
ing  his  nynudoiu.  i  was  instantly  aeiaed— haad- 
cufled  like  a  deserter — torn  from  the  bona^  and 
not  permitted  to  await  the  tecoray  of  Catalma, 
who  had  &inted  on  the  sofa,  nor  allowed  to  Ud 
my  afliancGd  wife  &reweU. 

I  was  mounted  on  a  dragoon  horae,  c 
1^  a  troop  of  caTalry,  and  not  ] 
procure  a  doak  or  a  change  of  linen.  Tiansfrned 
fiom  troop  to  troop,  without  rest,  without  food, 
until  I  was  completely  vom  down  with  GufFeriog 
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sufficient  to  9U8taiii  life.  My  bodily  sufferings 
Wiere  severe  enough,  but  what  wore  they  com* 
pared  to  the  mratal  agony  I  endured,  when  my 
deasvted  bride  and  her  helpless  parent  were  re- 
membered. My  offences,  whatever  they  might 
be,  wovdd  probably  be  visited  on  them ;  and  when 
I  thought  of  the  licentbus  character  of  the  inva* 
ders,  I  shuddered  to  think  that  Catalina  was  so 
beautiful  and  so  unprotected. 

The  thirtieth  night  of  my  melancholy  captivity 
arrived,  and  the  hour  of  the  jailer's  visit  was  at 
hand.  I  heard  a  sudden  uproar  in  the  prison, 
and,  even  remote  as  my  dungeon  was,  the  shouts 
of  men,  and  the  sharp  discharge  of  small  arms, 
reached  it.  The  ai&ay  was  short  as  it  had  been 
sudden — the  noises  died  away — the  conflict  was 
over,  or  the  combatants  were  engaged  at  a  greater 
distance  from  my  cell.  It  was  a  strange  and 
lurasual  event,  and  I  longed  for  the  appearance 
of  the  keeper,  to  ask  him  what  had  caused  this 
midnight  tumult. 
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At  last  the  key  gnted  in  tte 
and  my  jailer  eatered.    He  looked  lika  a 
wfao  had  been  engaged  in  a  recent  iSimy ;  - 
judge  from  his  torn  dothes,  and  had  boi 
in  a  bloody  handkerdiie^  he  had 
scuffle.    When  I  asked  what  had 
late  confbsoii,  he  regarded  tneiridia 
Btaie — left  the  loaf  and  [ntcfaer 
he  turned  to  the  door,  muttered,  **  I 
fiiend,  that  you  will  know  more  aboot 
morning'"  and  abruptly  quitting  the 
me  to  solitude  and  darlmesa. 

Day  broke,  and  I  waited  impaticntl; 


■uFect,af 
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General  Sebastiani,  attended  by  a  numerous  staff 
and  a  few  civilians,  was  sitting  in  judgment  on  a 
prisoner. 

That  he  was  one  was  evident  Plough,  finr  I 
remarked  that  both  his  hands  and  feet  were 
strongly  fettered.  His  back  was  turned  to  me 
as  he  confronted  his  judge ;  but  firom  his  hat  and 
mantillo,  I  guessed  him  to  be  a  Spaniard.  The 
hall  was  encircled  by  a  triple  file  of  soldiers,  and 
a  deathlike  silence  ensued,  as  the  French  general 
ceased  speaking  on  my  entrance  with  the  guard. 

<'  Approach,  young  man,*'  he  said,  after  a 
minute's  pause. 

I  did  as  I  was  ordered,  and  came  forward  to 
the  table  where  my  feUow-captive  stood. 

<^  Look  up,*^  continued  the  Frenchman,  ^<  and 
tell  me  if  you  know  the  prisoner?" 

The  captive  remained  regarding  steadily  the 
person  on  whose  decision  his  fate  rested.  I  raised 
my  eyes  to  examine  his  face.  Great  God ! — it 
was  no  strange  countenance  that  met  my  glance — 
the  prisoner  was  my  brother  ! 
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"Vicente  !"  I  exclaimed.  Ua  alnted  ak  As 
veil-known  voice,  and  next  moment  ve  mn'ia 
each  others  anns.  Gently  diaenga^ng  Uaodf 
from  my  embrace,  he  held  me  at  a  Utdt  SUmm 
aa  he  mouiofiilly  Tefdied— 

"And  is  this  wreck  of  manhood  thoiit-ay 
beloved  brother  ?  Alas,  Juan — tby  Am  iinit 
agrees  bat  poorly  with  a  tyrant^a  thrall.  I  neod 
not  ask  how  thou  hast  fived;  that  withvod  ehedi 
and  sunken  eye  tell  plainly  eoongh  hmr  wdl 
diaiiu  and  captivity  can  work  the  wnth  of  th> 
i^yreaaor.  I  heard  but  two  days  miee  of  thy 
arrest ;  and  I  would  have  delivered  thcc,  but  for 
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but  a  tndtor  had  betrayed  him,  and  his  own 
capture  and  certain  death  resulted. 

Sebasliani  and  his  staff  watched  our  interview 
with  marked  attention*  He  whispered  to  an  aide« 
de-camp,  who  withdrew  from  the  hall,  and  the 
general  then  addressed  himself  to  me. 

<<  Juan  Moreno^"  he  said,  <*  att^d  and  answer 
me." 

I  bowed,  and  the  general  proceeded* 

'*  You  are  accused,  that,  contrary  to  the  royal 
decree,  condemning  to  death  all  Spaniards  taken 
,  in  arms,  and  all  who  abet  and  assist  them — you 
have  been  in  communication  with  the  brigands 
in  the  mountains  of  Ronda,  and  that,  through 
information  sent  from  the  capital  by  you,  much 
of  the  mischief  they  have  perpetrated  has  been 
caused.  How  say  ye — are  these  charges  true — 
and  are  you  guilty  of  this  treason  ?'' 

Before  I  could  reply,  my  brother  addressed 
Sebastiani. 

*<  General,"  he  said,  ''you  have  offered  me 
liberty  and  preferment,  and  I  have  refused  them. 
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bccsuee  I  could  only  accqit  them  witli  the  Josa 
of  honour.  Judge  whether,  to  free  another,  I 
would  do  that,  wliich,  even  to  save  myself,  I 
have  declined  doing.  Tlimk  not  that  I  am  reck- 
leu  of  life.  No — there  are  ties  which  Innd  me 
to  it  ardently.  I  am  a  husband — and  1  un  a 
father.  Now  by  the  hope  of  Heaven,  which 
must  enable  me  with  firmness  to  go  through  the 
scene  that  is  approaching — by  the  nnsuilied 
honour  of  a  Spaniard,  Juan  Moreno  is  goiltlees 
of  the  charge  you  have  accused  him  of." 

There  was  a  pnuse — and  the  solcmDily  of  BIJ 
brother's  declaration  seemed  to  confirm  mv  inno* 
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the  iut,  that  a  treasonable  coneapendenoe  existed 
between  Vicente  and  me. 

Moreno  darted  a  witbenng  look  at  the  betrayer 
of  his  country. 

<<  What ! "  he  exdaimed.  ^^  Mind  ye  the 
assertions  of  yon  pale-fiiced  traitor?  —  A  mis- 
creant fiilse  to  his  nation  and  his  Grod !  One, 
who  like  the  arch-deceiver  of  old,  has  sold  for 
silver  the  Uood  of  innocence  so  frequently. 
Would  the  denunciations  of  such  a  wretch  be 
deemed  worthy  of  belief  by  any  man  of  honour. 
But  I  am  wrong  to  permit  an  abject  traitor  to 
disturb  any  portion  of  the  brief  space  of  life  that 
now  remains." 

*'  Moreno  ! " — said  Sebastiani. — **  You  have 
two  lives  at  your  disposal.  Save  your  brother's 
and  your  own.  Accept  my  offers,  or  you  know 
the  alternative.^' 

<<  I  know  it,  general ;  and  I  have  made  my 
decision  from  the  moment  I  became  your  pri- 


soner." 


<<  Pause" — said  the  Frenchman.     <<Remem- 


i>er,  no  hope  but  one  renaiiu.  Your  bad  cmnA 
save — "  '   ' 

*'  But,"  said  the  Guerilla  with  a  anile,  *<  tltey 
can  avenge  inc  !  I  have  a  lost  rt^ucM.  Alio* 
me  a  confessor,  and  a  few  minntcs  of  ptivn* 
convorsation  with  my  brother."  ' 

"  Goth  are  granted.  I  have  iJrcMly  despaldHN) 
iny  aide-de-camp  to  his  conTent  for  the  priMf 
j'ou  named,  and  you  may  retire  into  the  atljinnlTi^ 
room  with  your  brother  until  the  monk  BiTiVes." 

"I  thank  you,  general,  for  thin  induIgmC^; 
nay,  I  feel  convinced  that  in  your  own  iMtM  JnM 
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Thmmtkmi  mi^  hdid  m  my  qMoi  tf  «zifteMe 
hf  I  would  use  it  in  prqMiing  thee  for  dsadi  ef 
IMbb  If  ibon  axt  to  be  aiMither  TictiiD»  bear  thy 
wnifcBy^  and  piove  upon  the  scaffold  how 
a  S^paaiaid  cam  abide  the  tyrant^s  decree. 
K  tkm  art  spared,  devote  thyse^  to  avenge  thy 
oewUgF'*  wiwi^-p^tfay  biotfaer*8  daughter.  Now 
lactliy  tM^pea^  finr.  I  have  evil  newa  to  tdL 
Caaet  i1m>u  hear  of  ruined  hopes  ? — of—-'" 

*'  What !  ''—-I  exckimed,  as  he  hesitated. — 
**  What  of  CataKna  ?  Have  they  wronged  her  ?— 
Have  they—." 

^^  Pa^noe^  my  brother^  and  man  thyself — 
none  can  wrong — /' 

He  stopped  again. 

'^Go  on,  Vicente.  Go  on.  All  this  is  tor- 
ture." 

^^  The  dead/' — he  added  solemnly. 

^  The  dead  !— Is  CataUna  dead  ?'' 

^  She  is,"*'  he  returned.  '<  Ten  days  after  you. 
had  been  torn  away,  while  thy  betrothed  waa 
lying  in  a  fever,  they  seised  the  old  man,  and 
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incarcerated  him.  The  bIiocIc  was  SattH.  She 
Iwcame  delirious,  ami  expired  on  the  third  day, 
wiiliout  the  cousoiation  of  kuowiog  that  a  lorcr 
watched  her  couch,  <ir  a  patent  closed  her  eyes. 
Jose  Mirsnda  heard  the  tidings — be  never  raised 
his  head  afterwards,  aiid  in  a  week  they  laid  him 
ia  tlic  same  cemetery  where  Catalina  resto." 

"God  of  justice!"    1  exclaimed,  "caaeudi 
villuny  and  oppression  escape  unpunished?" 

'*  Thoa  mayst  yet  have  vengeance  in  thy 
power;  and  the  last  efTorta  of  my  life  shall  be 
used  to  save  thine.  Should  1  succeed,  r 
ber  Vicente  and  aveiure  him.     Here 
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nolrly  he  submitted   to   fais  martyrdom — tfaoa 
know^st  already. 

The  fading  sunbeams  penetrated  the  grated 
loophole  of  my  dungeon — and  it  was  resolved 
that  I  should  never  see  them  set  again. 
Moreno^s  firmness  on  the  scaffold  had  incensed 
the  bloodhounds  who  had  sent  him  theiei  while 
the  deep  sympathy  exhibited  by  the  spectators 
alarmed  and  exasperated  Civia  and  Femandei;, 
his  renegade  confederate^  and  the  betrayer  of  my 
brother.  They  urged  on  Sebastiani  the  expe- 
diency of  example^  and  exhorted  him  to  check  this 
popular  display  of  pity  and  admiration.  The 
French  general  yielded  a  reluctant  consent,  and 
the  warrant  for  my  execution  next  morning  was 
officially  prepared. 

It  was  an  unusual  hour  for  a  visit,  when  I 
heard  the  keeper  turn  his  key.  He  came  ac< 
companied  by  a  monk,  and  showed  me  the  fatal 
warrant.  The  death  of  my  affianced  bride --the 
murder  of  my  gallant  brother — the  total  wredc  of 
worldly  happiness  had  rendered  life  00  valueless, 

q2 
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tlut,  but  for  the  hope  of  zer^ng^  ][,ivafM,Jfne, 
ported  with  eziiAence,  and  felt  tM|.d«!l#A,TnMt 
relief.  _     _,.  ^ .,    .,j,|,[, 

*'  Art  thou  prepared  to  die^  mj.iKai,'i''fr^f^ 
fiiar,  after  the  jailer  had  read  the  ^Oti  pafffllfc 

"  Better  I  trust,  father,  than  tfaq^  «li9,ji^ 
gpillera  of  innocent  blood."  :.   ., .,,  ■    j 

*'  Art  thou  ready,"  contitraed  the  Qio»^(  ",t9 
aobmit  to  thy  fate  with  rengnation ;  and^Ji^f 
Chriatian  man,  forgive  thy  aieniea  lad  penff^ 


*  I  will  meet  my  doom  like  a  man,**  I  i^iie^ 


cON^Mio^^  6)f  A'imAiiilk^      ^ 


'''^e^  th^  Biiiibd  of  the  keepi^'8  isUsps  atik 
l6^  In  ^cl '  d&tiint 'j^assage,  the  monk  suddenly 
flung  back  his  cowl,  and  displayed  a  dark  ind 
ViiidB6iSVe  (idtot^aijoe.  ^ 
'  '^iTlUi'h  Mbt^iib;  it  it  no  sharefing  who  speaks 
WtMk'y  bdir  a  devoted  tomrade  of  thy  bYother. 
I  have  planned  thy  escaipe:  hear  and  attend  to 
Mrfaat  I  sAy . ' '  A^t  the  end  of  the  stone  corridor 
iKthdut  the  dool"  there  is  a  window  that  opens  on 
the  market-place.      It  is^  to   all    appearance, 
strongly  secured  with  iron  stanchions ;  but  several 
of  the  bars  have  been  sawed  through ;  and  coidd 
you  but  quit  this  cell,  the  rest  were  easy.    There 
is  but  one  way — it  is  simple  and  sure — ^when  the 
keeper  comes  here  at  midnight  stab  him  to  the 
heart,  and  hasten  to  the  outlet  I  have  described. 
There  I,  with  some  trusty  companions,  will  be 
waiting.    Whisde  twice,  and  we  will  know  thou 
art  at  the  grate.   Take  these,  and  hide  them  until 
they  arc  wanted ;"  and  he  gave  me  a  dagger,  a 
pistol,  some  food,  and  a  flask  of  wine. 

'^  Drink,*'  he  said,  ^'  and  when  the  time'eeib^ 
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for  action,  think  of  Vicente  itaaaOf  imttaaba 
thy  martyred  brother,  and  strike  hoiM  to  ths 
heart  of  one  of  his  murderers.  But  I  awt  fiea 
thee  from  thy  fetters;"  and  stooiHi^,  he  u 
the  chains,  told  me  bts  plans  agua,  a 
me  to  be  prompt  and  resolute.  I  d 
to  rouse  my  Tengeauce ;  and,  faidiiig  tlie  mmpaoM 
and  the  vine  beneath  the  mattreas,  willed  die 
jailer's  coming,  whose  steps  wcfe  heard  admuang 
along  the  vaulted  passage. 

"  Well,"  he  said,    "  holy  &ther,  hart  thoQ 
made   auy  progress  in  fitting   this  yoiUli  fie 
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ti 

(c 


Now,  by  St»  Jerome,^  exdaimed  the  keeper, 

I  will  witness  thy  dying  pangs  upon  the  gal- 
lows, with  as  much  pleasure  as  I  looked  upon 
those  of  the  rebel  whom  you  speak  of.  Come, 
holy  &ther,  leave  the  young  brigand  to  himself, 
sod  let  him  amuse  himself  with  the  prospect  of  a 
hempen  necklace  until  to-n^ht,  when  I  will  bring 
him  the  last  loaf  he  will  require  at  my  hands.*^ 

He  said — ^followed  the  disguised  Guerilla,  and 
I  was  left  once  more  in  solitude  and  darkness. 

Had  I  felt  one  sting  of  compunction  in  robbing 
a  human  being  of  life  so  suddenly,  the  remarks  of 
the  truculent  scoundrel,  in  allusion  to  my  brother^s 
death,  would  have  removed  it.  I  ate  the  food, 
drank  the  wine  sparingly,  concealed  the  weapons 
in  my  bosom,  and  coolly  waited  for  the  hour 
when  the  work  of  vengeance  should  commence. 

Midnight  came — the  deep*toned  bell  of  Santa 
Margarita  told  the  hour,  and  sounded  the  knell 
of  my  first  victim.  Pedro  entered  the  cell  as  he 
usually  did;  and  when  he  had  laid  down  the 
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loaf  and  pitelMr,iiifonMd  me  that  <*•  lMMr«4w 
daybreak,  I  should  be  requiied  to  be  ^tiAf.'-  '  (i; 

"  Yoa,  I  presume,  intend  to  vitama  tbaUMrtL 
mony,"  I  said  careleeely.  •■■■■u< -.Mi 

"  I  would  not  take  a  doublooB,  waA-tnim-AB 
nght,"  he  leplied.  "Youngster,  yoiK  &a»tflal> 
ready  co6t  me  a  broken  head" — and  he-jwiatei 
to  his  bandages.  "  In  his  mad  attempt  l»B«Ttl 
yon,  I  received  this  blow  from  Vicente  Monao;^ 

"And  this  from  Juan" — I  added  iliihilig 
the  dagger  to  the  hilt  in  his  bosom.  Unci  I 
repeated  the  blov  as  he  was  falling.  The  jaflv 
c  hollow  groan,  and  all  w 


mf  .^soeuitioBy  when  I  was  expected  to  exiiibit  on 
the  sciflMd,  I  waa  kneeling  in  the  mountains  of* 
Aondaj  in  tbe  centre  of  a  guerilla  tioqp,  swear- 
ing upon  my  brother^s  cruc^,  eternal  vengeance 
against  .his  muiderers. 

-  Bui  I  have  been  tedious  in  my  narrativey  and 
it  ;ia  time .  my  band  were~moYing.  I  shall  give 
-die  word.of  iieadiness;  and  while  my  comrades 
are  bridling  their  horses^  I  will  tdl  you  my  last 
adventure. 

I  mentioned  the  names  of  Ciria  and  Fer^- 
naiidez»  as  the  villains  vho  had  betrayed  my 
brother,  and  consigned  me  to  the  dungeons  of 
Grenada.  Before  three  months  passed  I  sur- 
prised the  former  in  Almagro,  and  hanged  him 
over  his  own  door.  Fernandez,  aware  that  the 
same  fate  awaited  him,  retired  to  France,  and 
thus  evaded  for  a  time  my  vengeance.  Hi6 
treachery  was  rewarded  with  an  appointment  in  - 
the  enemy's  commissariat ;  and,  as  his  duties  lay 
beyond  the  Pyrenees,  he  fimded  himself  secure.   ^ 
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Four  days  ago  I  found,  by  an  utenrc^d 
despatch,  that  the  triiitor  was  quartered  vitlnn 
the  French  lines,  and  expected  another  rilluo, 
named  Cardonna,  to  meet  him  on  some  sccrrt 
husiness  at  the  vdlage  of  Espalcttc.  A  piws  from 
General  Foy  was  enclosed,  to  enable  the  latter  m 
clear  the  outposts.  There  was  a  chance— a  daa- 
grrous  one  no  doubt — but  the  dead  called  fnr 
vengeance,  and  I  resolved  to  obtain  it,  or  perish 
in  the  attempt.  I  left  my  band  in  their  moun- 
iaiu  bivouacs,  pnxsed  the  French  sentries  unmo- 
lested, and  at  nightfall  entered  the  willage. 
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aandes.    *'  Hasten  back,  that  the  inisiiieas  may 
be  settled  befixre  Cardomia  arriyea.*' 

^  I  shall  be  back  in  ten  minutes/'  replied  the 
other,  as  he  rose  and  left  the  room. 

I  waited  for  half  that  time,  then  passed  into 
the  cottage  unobserved,  and  entered  the  chamber 
boldly.  Femandes  continued  writing  at  the 
table*— lus  back  was  to  the  door;  and  ncTer 
doubting  but  it  was  his  friend  returmng  with  the 
roll,  he  never  raised  his  eyes  from  the  returns. 
I  marked  the  spot  to  strike,  and  with  one  Mow 
divided  the  spine.  The  head  dropped  down 
upon  the  table,  and  not  a  sigh  escaped  his  lips ! 
With  the  point  of  my  bloody  knife  I  traced  upon 
a  slip  of  paper  the  name  of  ''Juan  Moreno,'' 
and  glided  from  the  cottage  imquestioned  and 
unnoticed.  Was  not  that,  my  friend,  brave  re« 
venge  ?  To  immolate,  in  the  centre  of  an  enemy's 
camp,  the  murderer  of  Vicente — die  destroyer  of 
Catalina. 

My  subsequent  escape  was  truly  hazardous.    I 
hid  myself  during  the  day  in  a  hollow  bank  that 
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OTerhang  the  tiver,  ind  at  niglik  ■ 

rctcbiDg  the  bridge — the  teiaunatiaa'  yaa^tMim 

yourself.  ■  ■  ■  '  ■!-  i<f^) 

And  now  you  h«ve  heard  fromikyowa  l^lfca 
causes  which  have  made  toy  name  «d  JuruddaHrt 
to  themvaders.  Had  I  not  been  daven  to|4rf 
mounUms  by  oppression,  I  should  iunre  draamiA 
my  life  peacefully  away — and  Juan  Moieno.mMld 
have  lived,  and  died,  and  beenfoi!|^teD>  :Cneh|y) 
turned  my  blood  to  gall,  and  changed  tay-.^v^-. 
nature.  At  manhood  this  hand  was  stauleHiwik 
schoolboy's — at  thirty  tlie  blood  of  £fty  v 
recks  upon  it.      Human   ioys  and  plcaiiurcs  t 
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shall  be  ^^  war  to  the  knife !''— ^and  when  I  clie^ 
wbedier  it  be  on  the  aeafbld  or  the  field,  my  hut 
breath  shall  be  a  curse  upon  the  oppressor.  Hb^ 
Carlos  I  ray  hotse.  And  now  farewell.  You  and 
I  ^rittH  probably  never  meet  again.  May  you  be 
hi^py;  and  when  yon  hear  that  Juan  Moreno  is 
]ki>(nior8,  ask  how  he  died.'* 
.!  He  gave  the  word  to  march— sprang  lightly  to 
the  saddle*--and,  at  the  sudden  turning  of  an 
alpine  pass,  waved  a  last  adieu  to  O'Connor,  and 
disappeaored. 
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The  tale  of  war  still  bears  a  painful  sound— 
I  see  in  captured  towns  but  mangled  corpses — 
I  hear  in  victory's  shouts  but  dying  groans. 

M.  G.  Lewis. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


THE  FALL  OF  ST.  SEBASTIAN. 


When  Soult  retreated  through  the  passes  of 
the  Pyrenees  by  Maya,  Roncesvalles,  and  Echa- 
Ian,  the  British  and  their  allies  resumed   the 
positions  from  which  they  had  been  forced,  and 
re-established  their  head-quarters  at  Lezaca.     A 
period  of  comparative  inactivity  succeeded.    Im- 
mediate operations  could  not  be  commenced  on 
either  side  —  the  enemy  had  been  too  severdy 
repulsed   to    permit   their  becoming   assailants 
again;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  Wdlingtoa 
would  not  be  justified  in  crossing  the  frontier  and 
entering  a  hostile  country,  with  PamploiMi  and 
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Sl  Sehcstka  gvnMntd  hj  tbc  Freadt.  ml  i> 
bs  nar. 

Nothing  cDuld  be  more  magnifieait  than  Ae 
piTfittTm  of  the  Britkh  br^tdcL  For  asey  s 
tule  ftlnw  tlie  extended  line  at  ocrapslida,  hnts 
cravning  the  hc^^u  er  stnddbg  the  deep  rsl- 
Icjc  beWw  ibem,  ihovcd  tbe  rade  dvcUings  of 
the  mighty  mass  of  honua  brin^  colleeted  in 
tbu  Mlpkne  oountry.  At  mght  the  tccne  vxs  ^till 
more  [netureiqae.  Tbe  trreguUr  "u^ftcr  of  the 
■iems  apsTkled  with  a  thoiusnd  >at(4i-fiTvs,  xnd 
the  bivouacs  of  the  allies  exhibitni  all  tbe  Tcrie- 

ti*«  nf  liahl  anrl    OiiwtniB  arhii-h   an  «Tt«ct  ln*r«  tn 
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heights  tovered  in  migestic  grandenr  to  thie 
skies,  and  stretched  into  distance  beyond  the 
range  of  sight. 

That  portion  of  the  Rifles  with  which  our  story 
chiefly  lies,  had  resumed  their  old  quarters  at  the 
bridge,  and  occuined  the  same  bivouac,  from 
which  Soult's  advance  had  obliged  them  to  retire. 
Although  no  military  movements  were  made, 
this  inactive  interval  of  a  vigorous  campaign  was 
usefully  employed  by  the  allied  commander,  in 
organizing  anew  the  regiments  that  had  suiBered 
most,  concentrating  the  divisions,  replacing  ex« 
hiuisted  stores,  and  perfecting  the  whole  materiel 
of  the  army.  Those  of  the  British  near  the 
coast,  compared  with  the  corps  that  were  blocks 
ading  Pamplona,  lived  comfortably  in  their  moun- 
tain bivouacs.  The  task  of  covering  the  blodcade 
was  the  most  disagreeable  that  falls  to  the 
sddier's  lot.  Exposed  to  cold  and  rain,  conti- 
nually on  the  alert,  and  yet  engaged  in  a  duty- 
devoid  of  enterprise  and  interest^  nothing  oould 
be  mor^  wearying  to  the  troops  employed  ;r  and 

a2 


■M  TU£  FALL  or  ST. 

dMertioni,  which  during  ixAn  KniMMMriv^B* 
qnent,  became  numcrom,  and  fTTtri*f|  ■—■ g 
the  Spaniards  and  Irish.  ..-I'l:)? 

It  wa«  a  wet  day,—  a  thick  miit  Inng  <Mviho 
Talleya,  and  shut  out  distant  atgactoAma  Aa 
view  of  the  light  troops  cantoned  Mi'lh*  Ugte 
of  Sanu  Barbara.  The  wooden  hn«  WW  tat 
tUnly  tenanted— for,  alas !  seTflnl  «f  dw  iMva 
youths  who  had  been  fonae^  iu  ocenpyM^ 
hid  found  a  soldier's  grave  dunqg-  A»  llto 
combats  in  the  mountuns,  or  Allen  brfbrs  tt» 
shattered  bastions  of  Saint  Sebastian.  AlAsagh 
not  engaged  in  the  investmept  of  that  fortress. 
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itigtmai^  imcr  tried  by  the  Yreoch  gOTetnor*«- 
ud  the  Mure  of  the  first  aesanlt,  and  the 
subsequent  raising  of  the  siege,  imboldened  the 
ganison  ami  rendered  them  the  more  confident 
«f  holding  omt|  «ntil  Soult  could  advance  and 
«woour  tbesu  The  time  firom  which  the  bat- 
tering gUM  had  been  withdrawn,  until  they  woe 
4gain .  replaced  in  the  works,  had  been  iMsi- 
duously  employed  in  constructing  new  defences 
and  strengthening  the  old  ones.  But  though 
the  {dace  when  reinvested  was  more  formidable 
than  before,  the  besiegers  appeared  only  the 
more  determined  to  reduce  it  —  Santa  Clara,  a 
bluff  and  rocky  island  commanding  the  landing 
place,  was  carried  after  an  obstinate  defence — a 
mortar  battery  was  erected  to  shell  the  castle  firom 
across  the  bay — while  a  storm  of  round  and  case 
shot  was  maintained  so  vigorously,  that  in  a  short 
time  the  fire  of  the  enemy  was  nearly  silenced. 

The  night  before  the  storm  was  well  fitted  to 
harbinger  the  day  of  slaughter  that  succeeded,-— 
a^  dreadful  tempest  of  thunder,  lightning ,  and 
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nio  came  on  with  diAaen,  ud  'iaN|l|aAi' 
uprou  of  elemenUl  fiuy;  tlirea  mbMilotdHL 
with  1500  lbs.  of  powder  were  ipniiig'  hf  J^i 
benders,  and  the  Mk-wall  blown  down..  '.i.i''<.io 
Momiog  broke  gloomily — an  intotN  inttiiOlH,' 
Ecured  every  olgect  —and  the  workof  aUngliMB  vM: 
for  a  Cinie  delayed.  At  nine  the  m 
away  the  fog— the  nm  shone  ^orknuly  • 
in  two  hours  the  forlorn  hope  iaaned  I 
trcnchee.  Tlie  coliunnB  succeeded,  la 
gun  from  the  fortren  that  could  b 
them  with  shot  and  Ehells.  Tike  appeantMft.aC<. 
the  brcacli  was  perfectly  Jelusire — nothing  livinf 
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At^a^fT^che^ViiAi  their  guns.  To  stcrvive  tli& 
OMMentrftted  fire  was  impossible;  the  forloif^ 
hqie  were  cut  off  to  a  man,  and  the  heads  of  thb 
columns  annihilated.  At  last  the  debouches  yreth 
cfadked  iHth  the  dead  and  wounded,  and  a  fiiir- 
ther  passage  to  the  breach  rendered  imjHracticabl^, 
fkm^  the  heap  of  corpses  that  vere  pled  upoik 
did»  other.  "" 

Theo,  in  that  desperate  moment,  when  hope 
might  have  been  supposed  to  be  over,  an  expe^ 
dient  miparalleled  in  the  records  of  war  wad 
resorted  to.  The  British  batteries  opened  on 
the  curtain,  and  the  storming  parties  heard  with 
surprise  the  roar  of  cannon  in  their  rear,  while, 
but  a  few  feet  above  their  heads,  the  iron' 
shower  hissed  horribly,  sweeping  away  the  enemy 
and  their  defences.  Tliis  was  the  moment  for  A 
fresh  effort.  Another  brigade  was  moved  for- 
ward, and  favoured  by  an  accidental  explosion! 
upon  the  curtain,  which  confused  the  enemy  while 
it  encouraged  the  assidlants,  the  terre-plain  was 
motinted,  and  the  French  driven  from  the  ifork^l' 
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A  \aag  and  obstin^tte  reEtstance  wan  oontiiined  ia 
the  strccU,  vliicli  feTtt  in  many  [Jacrs  barrtca(]Ml« 
but  by  five  in  iliu  evcoing  oppoii^itioa  ccaecd— 
and  tlic  town  was  in  ibc  posu^Bsion  i>F  the  Kritish. 
A  night  of  frightful  excesses  followed  Uic  op- 
ture  of  the  city.  Plunder  and  nolcncc  vera 
nging  through  every  comer  of  the  place — the 
town  was  partially  mi  fin- — wbilc,  as  if  to  add  to  the 
horror  of  tiie  scene,  the  elcracnts  were  cunvulted, 
and  it  thundered  and  lightened  awfully.  Over 
the  Iran siurii unit  of  that  night  a  vcd  should  be 
drais  a  —for  if  ever  men  were  dcuionizcd,  thesD 
were  the  cnptors  of  St,  Sebastian. 
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wad  iieTcnr  correctly  known,  but  nearly  a  thousand 
perished  in  forcing  the  bridge  at  Vera,  which  was 
heU  by  a  part  of  the  light  division. 

An  animated  description  of  the  fall  of  St. 
Sdastian,  by  a  survivor  of  those  who  volimteered 
ftom  the  rifles,  had  occasioned  some  observa- 
tions  oo  the  advantage  of  night  attacks.  O'^Connof 
had  been  frequently  appealed  to  upon  disputed 
points.  Gradually  a  deeper  interest  to  learn  the 
particulars  of  the  assault  on  Badajoz  was  excited, 
and  none  could  better  describe  that  scene  of  blood 
than  he  who  had  led  the  storming  party.  The 
rain  continued  falling  with  unabated  violence,  and 
all  the  inmates  of  the  wooden  hut  were  collected 
round  the  rough  bench  which  formed  the  table. 
To  their  unanimous  request  the  gallant  soldier 
yielded  a  goodhumoured  assent,  and  thus  nar- 
rated that  glorious  affair,  which  widowed  many  a 
dame^  and  left  many  a  maid  ^^  lamenting." 


E 
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From  the  point  of  encountering  blades  to  the  hilt. 
Sabres  and  swords  with  blood  were  gilt ; 
But  the  rampart  is  won,  and  the  spoil  begun. 
And  all  but  the  after-carnage  done. 

Siege  of  Corinth. 

Men,  like  wild  beasts,  when  once  they  have  tasted 
blood,  acquire  an  appetite  for  it. 

SOUTHET. 

And  he  had  learned  to  love — I  know  not  why. 

For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood — 

The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy 

Even  in  its  earliest  nature. 

Childe  Harold. 
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*'  Bapajoz  !^  exclaimed  O'Connor,  with  en* 
thusiasm,  '^  many  a  gallant  deed — ^many  a  bitter 
recollection  are  associated  with  thee.  Thousands 
of  the  best  troops  that  England  and  France  ever 
sent  into  the  field  are  mouldering  before  thy  bas- 
ins— and  many  a  widowed  wife  and  fatherless 
child  will  curse  the  name  that  recals  the  loss  of 
their  protectors ! 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  monm^  of  the  9th  of 
March,  when  the  light,  third,  and  fourth  divisions 
crossed  the  Tagus  by  a  bridge  of  boats,  and  oon- 
oentrating  a  Elvas,  pushed  on  to  Merida  and 
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Lcrcna.  Never  was  »n  army  in  higher  spirit — 
and  all  were  anxious  to  come  in  contact  with  the 
enemy.  On  the  16th  Badajoz  was  to  be  invested 
The  pontoon  bridge  was  thrown  across  the  Guar 
diana;  and,  though  fiercely  opposed  by  tJie 
French  cavolfj-,  the  river  was  crossed,  and  we  sat 
down  before  tliis  celebrated  fortress. 

Badajoz  is  easily  described.  Round  one  por- 
Uon  of  tile  town  the  rivitlets  Calauiou  and  Rivd- 
las  sweep,  and  unite  with  the  Guadiana,  which 
flows  in  the  face  of  the  works,  and  iu  front  of  the 
heights  of  Saint  Christoval.  The  castle  stoadA 
Qearlv  above  the  union  of  these  rivers.     Tfaft 
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in  rtotmnoitring  the  place,  and  determining  the 
pmnt  on  which  our  opening  assault  should  be 
dbi^ed.  The  outwork  of  Picarina  was  selected 
tcit  liie  fitst  essqr ;  icmd  in  a  tempest  of  wind  and 
rain  and  fkroored  by  the  darkness,  we  broke 
ground  within  a  hundred  and  forty  paces  of  the 
fort  Three  thousand  men  laboured  throughout 
the' night  without  a  moment's  cessation — and  at 
dawn  the  garrison  were  astounded  to  see  the  firsit 
parallel  completed. 

An  the  next  day^  under  a  lively  cannonade 
fW>m  the  fort  and  town,  we  laboured  vigorously. 
At  night  the  rain  came  down  in  torrents,  but  we 
woiked  on,  knee-deep  in  water.  On  the  19th  the 
trenches  were  advancing  rapidly,  and  some  guns 
were  already  in  battery — ^when  Phillipon,  alarmed 
for  the  safety  of  his  best  outwork,  determined  to 
siAy,  and  attempt  the  destruction  of  our  labours. 

During  the  morning  an  unusual  busde  was 
apparent  in  the  city  and  fort ;  but  the  soldiers/ 
up*  to  the  Waist  in  water,  continued  pushing  on 
thewotks.    At  noon,  profiting  by «  dense  fog. 
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tlic  sallyports  ot'  the  iortrese  were  ^ruwn  nfxBb 
mil  eighteen  hundred  of  the  cnemir  nniiccl  on  vm 
with  ttxed  bayonets.  A  short  and  son^niBacy 
struggle  ensued.  On  the  Ici^,  tliv  Frcndi  was 
driven  bock  to  their  own  gates ;  and  thaaf|[fa  tb^ 
KUTjirii^ed  tlic  woricincii  on  ibc  right,  xnd  injand 
a  part  of  the  trenches,  the  sortie  was  on  the  wboie 
disastrous  to  the  garrison,  and  enst  tlifin  mbo^ 
four  hundred  killed  or  prisoners.  We  Inct  • 
niunber  of  officers  and  men ;  but  the  PMmk 
gained  nothing  by  ilie  afioir  but  a  few  ini 
ing  tools.     Tliey  carried  off  a  numbsr  of  ■ 


mhtAf  off  ftr  feed  nd  ilieller  at  laig^  be. 
fiuft  we  leboured  on — the  weather  dianged — the 
Mdi  waafioe.  The  Fxench  atftempied  to  chedr 
mm  eiwita  to  pbce  g^ims  in  battery  and  esta- 
MMiiajpifiarii,  by  an  increased  storm  of  artil- 
iuf.  Ov  men  fidl  in  doiena — the  engineen, 
iriia'^Biected  Ae  worksy  and  ezpoeed  themselvee 
wiCk  recUess  derotiony  were  momaitly  shot  down 
■  ahells  dropped  frequently  into  the  trenches — 
powder  cmks  were  repeatedly  exploded  while  be» 
iag  conreyed  to  the  magazine.  Under  all  these 
disoearaging  circomstanoes,  the  works  were  com- 
]^bted;  and,  on  the  dawning  of  the  25th,  two 
batteries  were  unmasked,  and  opened  with  a  tre- 
asendous  fire  on  the  outwork  of  Picurina  at  the 
short  distance  of  one  hundred  and  forty  paces. 
Of  course  the  town  and  fort  turned  eveiy  gun 
mtibin  range  upon  ours;  but  so  terrible  and 
tsiectiTe  was  the  point-blank  service  of  our 
rtwo-andrthirties,  that  at  evening  a  breadi  was 
^declared  practicable,  and  Lefd  WeUiagloB,  no 
f  admiier  of  die  Fabian  qfstoia  tf  dday^ 
VOL.  II.  a 
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mined,  when  it  became  dark,  to  carry  Picuiina  by 
stonn. 

Well,  tlie  storming- party  was  twilected  t'non  a 
part  of  Picton's  cUrisioii,  aiidweofthc  light  vent 
nlJowcd  to  volunteer.  Od  we  went  with  Healing 
ladders;  but  the  ditch  v-as  go  immensely  dc^ 
Lhat  it  was  impossible  to  crosn  it.  At  last  we 
broke  down  the  gate^-«n  rushed  our  iellowa  wilh 
the  bayonet — the  French  grenadiers  as  stur- 
dily resisted  them— a  regular  fAeti  afTair  ensued; 
and  though  a  strong  support  moved  from  the 
town  to  assist  the  defenders  of  the  fort,  in  a  shoit 


ftr  m^t  o^dock  tiiat  eroiiiig.  The  day  wis 
beautiful,  and  when  the  order  was  issued  markf 
iBg  the  poritions  the  dife^t  brigades  should 
ooeupy,  the  soldiers  were  in  high  spirits,  and  set 
meirily  to  work  cleaning  their  arms  and  apprail-* 
Bients,  as  if  preparing  for  a  dress  parade.  On 
individual  officers  the  effect  that  note  of  pfe^ 
poration  catised  was  very  opposite.  One,  as 
brave  a  fellow  as  ever  breathed,  passed  roe  appa- 
rently in  deep  abstraction.  Suddenly  he  seemed 
to  awake  from  an  uneasy  reverie,  recognised  me, 
and  shook  me  by  the  hand. 

«*  God  bless  you,  Edward,"  he  said.  <*  Fare- 
well, old  boy;  before  midnight  I  shaU  be  in 
another  world."  I  laughed  at  him.  *<  Yes. 
O'Connor,  it  will  be  so.  I  would  not  own  it  to 
another ;  but  you  and  I  have  fought  side  by  side 
&t  now,  and  you  will  acquit  me  of  timidity. 
This,  0*Connor,  is  my  last  fight !  Will  you  oblige 
me  in  one  matter  ?  When  you  came  up  I  was 
just  thinking  which  of  our  fellows  I  should  ask 
the&vour  o£'' 

s2 
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"Any  tiling,  my  dear  Jacli,  that  I  can  do, 
you  may  command.'* 

"  Come  aside,"  he  said — and  wc  walked  belnnd 
tte  huts.  "  Here," — and  he  put  a  parcel  into  toy 
hand — "  when  I  am  gone,  have  th.it  little  packet 
conveyed  to  England,  and  delivered  as  it  i^ 
addressed ;  and  just  add  a  line  or  two,  to  say  that 
it  never  left  my  bosom  until  I  confided  it  to  you." 

It  was  a  leather  case,  and  I  fancy  contnlnetl  a 
miniature  and  some  letters.  The  dtrection  was  to 
a  young  lady,  who,  if  report  was  to  be  bcbevcr!, 
was  deeply  attached  to  my  gallant  friend.      I 
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m}^^  W^U  m^  O'Connor/'  he  cried^  m  he  took 
iny  hand.  '<  Here  we  are  a  brace  of  subs  to  day, 
tMMl  to  nofrow  we  shall  be  captains.  WeVe  both 
9ithe  head^of  the  JUst,  and  surely  some  of  the  old 
ftU^s  wpU  get<a  quietus  before  morning.  Egad, 
tp  990Ei^)w  yo^  and  I  will  drink  to  our  further 
pii0mQ)iiQm  if  <  dicve  be  a  sound  bottle  of  Sherry 
in  PhiUipem'«  cellar/' 

y  ^fiY^es^  my  dear  Dillon,  but  you  roust  recollect 
tha^.  our  skins  are  not  more  impervious  than  those 
ef  oth^  men  to  steel  and  lead.  There's  work 
cut  out  &r  us,  take  my  word  for  it,  before  well 
be  Blade  free  of  the  Frenchman's  wine*bin.^ 

^^  Pshaw  1 — I  would  not  give  a  dollar  to  insure 
ipy  company ;  and  auld  Clooty  will  never  leave 
m.  the  lurch  a  steady  servant  like  you,  Ned. 
Hang  it,  I  wish  it  were  dark,  and  the  wo^k 
begun.     I  intend  to  sup  in  a  convent  to  night." 

;  "Indeed!  then  ^  would  it  were  supper  time, 
and  all  were  well'  "^ — and  we  parted. 
..  /i>U]ght  came,  the  sun  set  glpripusly^^  ,9^ 
many  aix  hundred  eyes  looked  .tl^i];i  laft,  wgo^ 
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him  that  evening.  Soon  after  eight  the  regi- 
ments vere  under  arms,  and  the  roll  of  each 
called  over  in  an  under  voice.  A  dcsth-like 
wiencc  prevailed^thc  divifiion  (the  light)  formed 
behind  tlte  quarry  in  fnmt  of  Santa  Maria,  and 
after  a  pause  of  half  an  hour,  the  forlorn  hope 
passed  quietly  along,  supported  by  a  BtomuBg 
party  consisting  of  three  hundred  vtJuDtcers.  I 
■was  attached  to  the  former.  We  moved  silcntly 
—  not  a  man  coughed  or  whispered  —  and  in 
three  minutes  afterwards  the  division  followed. 
At  that  moment  the  deep  bell  of  the  cathedral 
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]ies8-*-dariaie8CH-*«  cmm^Nression  of  the  hreathuig 
•-«-4he  doll  and  Ol-defiiied  oudine  of  tlie  town — 
the  imowledge  that  flimilar  and  nmaltaneoas 
movements  were  makiDg  on  other  praits — ^the 
certainty  that  two  or  three  minutes  would  jno* 
hably  inrolve  the  forlorn  hope  in  nun,  or  make 
at  Ae  beaoon-lil^t  to  yicUHrj — all  these  made 
the  heart  throb  quicker,  and  long  for  the  borst- 
ing  of  the  storm,  when  wild  success  should 
crown  ovs  daring,  or  hope' and  life  should  end 
together. 

On  we  went;  one  solitary  musket  was  dis- 
chai^ed  beside  the  breach,  but  none  answered  it. 
The  light  division  moved  forward  rapidly^  dosing 
up  in  columns  at  quarter  distance.  We  readied 
the  ditch — ^the  ladders  were  lowered — on  rushed 
the  fiarlom  hope— on  went  the  st(Hrming  party. 
The  division  were  now  on  the  brink  of  the  sheer 
descent,  when  a  gun  boomed  from  the  parapet. 
The  earth  trembled — a  mine  was  fired — an  ex- 
plosion— an  infernal  hissing  firom  lighted  fusees 
sucoeeded-^andy  like  the  raising  of  acurUGb  on 
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the  stage  in  the  licllisli  glare,  the  Frmcli  limng 
the  rsnip&rtB  in  crowds,  the  English  stDnaJag 
parties  descending  the  dilcb,  wore  placed  u  di** 
tinctly  viuiblo  to  each  other  as  if  the  hour  wa 
noontide ! 

A  treniendouG  fire  from  the  guns  of  the  place, 
which  had  been  laid  upon  the  approaches  to  tlie 
breach,  followed  the  ejiplosion;  but  un<iaunledl]r 
the  Gtunniiig-paity  cheered,  and  bravely  th* 
French  answered  it.  A  murderous  scene  ensuedf 
for  the  breach  was  utterly  impassable.  NotwJtli- 
etanding  the  withering  fire  of  musketty  from  ^w 
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pcts^atthoytatidi  tictkns  m  the  ditch,  they  oalkd 

iHrrdemioii  tp  the  bcoken  coluimiB,  and  invitc4 

dMm  t^ieome  on.  ^i 

I,  though  imwounded,  was  hurled  from  the 

bteadi,  gad' fell  into  the  limette,  where,  fbr  a  few 

nMQutea,*  I  hadsome  diflfeulty  to  escape  suffooa« 

tion.'  Hie  guns  of  the  bastions  swept  the  place 

where  I  was  lymg,  and  the  constant  plash  ef 

grape  upon  the  surfitce  of  the  water  was  a  sound 

any  thing  but  agreeable.    The  cheers  had  ceased 

—the  huzsas  of  the  enemy  at  our  repulse  had 

died  away — and  from  the  ramparts  they  amnsedi 

themselves  with  picking  off  any  one  they  pleased; 

Fire-balls  occasionally  lighted  up  the  ditch,  and 

showed  a  mass  of  wretched  men  lying  in  the  mud'. 

and  water,  mobbed  together,  unable  to  offend, 

and,  poor  wretches !  at  the  mercy  of  the  enemyi. 

for  retreat  was  unpracticable.      As  the  Frenehi 

continued  hurling  cart-wheels,  planks,  and  por** 

tions  of  the  masonry  of  the  parapet j  which,  our: 

own  battering  guns  had  destroyed,  it  waa.pitiablsii 
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to  see  the  feeble  cUbrtB  of  the  wounded,  w  U»y 
rainly  strove  to  crawl  froio  beneath  the  rainpatt, 
and  avoid  the  murderoua  mifisileE  that  were  mo- 
mently showered  down.  Now  and  ogaio,  the 
gurgling  noise  of  some  one  drowning  close  bcade 
was  heard  in  the  interval  of  the  firing ;  while  the 
groaning  of  those  from  wliom  life  was  ebbing — 
the  cundng  of  others  in  tbeir  agonica — -jgiacd  to 
the  demon  laugh  which  waa  frequent  from  the 
breach  above,  gave  the  passing  scene  an  internal 
colouring,  that  no  time  shall  ever  obliterate  from 
iho  mcmmy  of  him  who  witoemed  it. 
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•CWkfed  widi  spikes  tnd  bound  finnly  bf  inm 
diiiiMv  ir«re  sospended  in  front  of  die  bsttend 
ytrtpH  likt  *  eintam-^  dtep  letrenehment  col  off 
Ae  hwthftom  the  interior^  even  had  an  enemy 
emmuttiiied  it*->aaiid  a  line  of  chevaux^-Jrutj 
teiBtUng  mih  sword  blades,  protected  the  top. 
WM  dieseiBMnnonmaUe  obstacles  befim  Aem, 
and  death  rafaied  tipon  them  from  every  mde, 
etes  in  handftds  the  light  and  fourth  divisians 
^MMMiarmed  their  desperate  attempt^ ;  and  many  ef 
the  bmvest,  after  struggling  to  the  summit  of  the 
bastion,  were  shot  down  in  their  rain  attempts  to 
tear  defimces  away,  which  no  living  man  could 
damberover. 

While  the  sanguinary  struggle  was  proceeding 
in  the  bastions  of  Trinidad  and  Santa  Maria,  the 
casde  was  escaladed  on  the  right,  and  the  bastion 
of  San  Vincente  afterwards,  by  the  fifth  divi- 
rion  on  the  opposite  quarter  of  the  town.  After 
a  fierce  contest  of  an  hour,  the  third  division 
mounted  by  their  ladders,  and  driving  all  before 
them  at  the  bayonet*s  pcnnt,  fairly  carried  the 
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pUcc  by  Etorm,  and  remained  in  }>os8estiion  of  the 
castle.  Nothing  could  surpass  the  daring  gal- 
lantry of  the  escalade;  and  tltc  heap  of  dead 
men  and  broken  ladders  strewn  next  luoming 
before  the  lofty  walls,  showed  bow  vigorously  the 
enemy  had  resisted  it.  .  i 

Leith's  diviiiion  were  unfortunately  delayed 
troin  their  scaling  ladders  not  arriving  for  an  liotR- 
aller  the  grand  assault  had  been  made  upon  the 
breaches.  But  tliey  nobly  redeemed  lost  timet 
and  while  the  Portuguese  Ca^adorcs  distracted 
Uie  garrison  by  a  false  attack  on  Pardalevas,  * 


pafiftde^descen^ted  n  deep  countemeaip— snd 

dNKsed^  the  hmelte  behind  it — and  this  was 

efitoted  undcnr  a  eonyeiging  fire  from  the  bastions, 

and  a  vdK«a8tained  Aisilade,  while  but  a  few  of 

th^  assailants  conld  force  their  way  together,  and 

form  on  the  rampart  when  they  got  up.    But 

Ae  leading  sections  persevered  nntil  the  brigade 
was?  completely  lodged  within  the  parapet;  and 

now  united^  and  supported  by  the  division  who 
foUowed  fiist,  what  could  withstand  their  advance? 
They  were  sweeping  forward  with  the  bayonet-— 
the  FraEich  were  broken  and  dispersed — ^when,  at 
this  moment  of  brilliant  success,  a  port-fire,  which 
a  retreating  gunner  had  flung  upon  the  rampart, 
was  discovered  A  vague  alarm  seised  the  lead* 
ing  files — they  fancied  some  mischief  was  in- 
tended— ^and  imagined  the  success,  which  their 
own  desperate  gallantry  had  achieved,  was  but  a 
ruse  of  the  enemy  to  lure  them  to  destruction. 
^  It  is  a  mine— and  they  are  q[>ringing  it  !'^ 
shouted  a  soldier.  Instantly  the  leaders  of  the 
atorming-pavty  tamed.     It  was  imposnble  for 
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their  officers  to  undeceive  thera.  The  FremJt - 
perceived  the  panic — rallied  and  pursued — tmd 
friends  and  foes  came  rushing  back  tumultuoualy 
UpoQ  a  supporting  regiment,  (the  38tli)  that  wm 
rortunatcly  formed  in  reserve  u]K>n  tiic  rampaits. 
This  momentary  success  of  tlic  bcsit^cd  vas 
dcaily  purcliased — a  volley  vas  thrown  cloncly  in 
— s  bayonet  rush  succeeded — and  the  l-'rench  wen* 
scattered  before  the  fre&li  assailants,  never  to  form 
again.  The  fifth  division  poured  in.  Bvery  thing 
gave  way  that  opposed  it.  Tlic  cheeiing  was 
heard  above   the  fire — the  bugles   sounded   an 


ftwA 


of  file  ieieJe-poifi  Aat  defendg  die  grart  stone 
Uidge  fteiots  the  Guadiioia.  Those  who  hap- 
p0iMd  to  l»  ait^imd  him  describe  the  Bcene,  as  wit. 
nessed  ftom  the  he^ts  above  San  Qiristoval,  as 
gmd  and  awfidly  imposing.  The  deep  silence 
after  the  dirkions  moved  to  their  leqpectiTe  posi- 
tions^-'-lhe  chime  of  the  town  chxrk — ^the  darkness 

lights  fiom  the  garrison,  followed  by  an  interval 
of  deeper  obscurity — ^the  springing  of  the  mine, 
succeeded  by  the  roar  of  artillery^  and  bursting 
of  shells — while  musketry  and  grenades  kept  up 
an  endless  spattering — all  this,  added  to  the  un- 
certainty of  the  assault,  must  have  tried  even  the 
iron  nerve  of  the  conqueror  of  Napoleon's  best 
commanders. 

Presently  an  officer  rode  up  at  speed,  to  say 
that  the  attempt  to  force  the  breaches  had  failed, 
and  the  result  had  been  most  disastrous.  Pale, 
but  unmoved,  the  English  general  issued 
calttdy  his  orders  for  a  fresh  br^ade  to  support 
the  light  division;   and  the  aide^de-camp'  gal* 
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lopccl  off  to  have  it  executed.  An  Interval  of 
liuTowing  EUspcnse  followed.  Another  of  the 
stAfI'  came  up  in  haste.  "  My  lard,  Gcuenl 
Picton  is  ill  the  castle."  "Ha!  are  you  ccrwio?" 
*'  Yes,  my  lord.  I  entered  it  with  the  88tli." 
"Tib  well  —  let  him  keep  it.  Withdraw  th* 
divisious  from  the  breach,"  An  hour  after, 
another  horseman  announced  the  lif\h  division  Ut 
)i«ve  completely  succeeded  in  esca lading  Ssn 
Vincent.  "  Bravely  done '  Badajoi  is  otiis  !"— 
was  the  cool  half  muttered  observation  of  the 
British  cammandant. 


j^^kui^iwd  weie  p^naitted  to  retim  to  Etmsi '  la 
ibfi  ^lOTBiiig  I  obtained  m  ftw  houn  lepose,  aol-. 
wi^ftaiHiing  the  deafening  yeMs  of  the  excited  sol> 
dleiy,  and  tbar  moessmt  disebaige  ef  miuketryi 
as  ))|fqr  ^witi  fiong  thconj^  the  atreetB.  or  Uew 
ojgf^  tliedpOQi  of  the  wiiie-hoiiaeay  and  indeed  of 
all^fjthqr  dwellings,  which  nare  vainly  dated 
agamat  t^em*  I  had  seen  the  bseadbea  in  att 
their  horron — I  had  again  crossed  them  in  day^ 
light — and  I  turned  my  steps  towards  the  casth 
and  bastion  of  San  Vincent^  to  view  the  plaoee 
where  my  more  fortunato  comrades  had  forced 
their  way. 

It  was  nearly  dusk,  and  the  few  hours  while  I 
slept  had  made  a  frightful  change  in  the  condi* 
tion  and  temper  of  the  soldiery.  In  the  mormng 
they  were  obedient  to  Uieir  officers^  and  preserved 
the  semblance  of  subordination ;  now  they  were 
in  a  stato  of  furious  intoxication— diadfdine  was 
forgotten — and  the  q>lendid  troops  of  yesterday 
had  beoone  a  fierce  and  sanguinary  iibU%  itmk 
to  every  touch  of  human  foetin|^  mA3IUk.Wdk 
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every  demoniac  passion  that  can  bnitaliw  ^e 
man.  The  town  vaa  in  horrible  confusion,  and 
on  OTcry  side  frightful  tokens  of  military  licenff 
met  the  eye.  One  street,  as  I  approached  tlw 
castle,  was  almost  choked  up  «i()i  broken  ftaai- 
lure ;  for  the  houses  had  been  gutted  IVom  tlu 
cellar  tn  the  garret,  the  partitioDs  torn  dovti,  and 
even  the  beds  ripped  and  scattered  to  the  windtt 
in  the  hope  that  gold  nugbt  be  found  concealed.  A 
convent  at  the  end  of  the  strada  of  Saint  John 
was  in  flames ;  and  I  saw  more  than  one  wretched 
nun  in  the  arms  of  a  drunken  soldier. 


STMH  ^W  SAlMUKm  Vff 


{Ki^ubtiofl/ amottg  whick  numy  of  tlie 
woineii  vpott  earA  siigfat  be  feimd?    All 
A«t)fet0t0d€itywa8  atthe  disposal  of  u  infipr 

rkMed  JliMy,;  dveir  whoaii  fer  the  time,  control 
i^U'Ibit,'  idded  by  an  infiiiDons  ooUectioii  of  cavap 
ftb(y#M,  Wfaowerr,  if  iNMsible,  more  Maguinarjr 
JM  |nt9te'  eteft'than  tboae  vho  sunrived  lihe 

'  li'k' ifigeless  to  dwell  tipon  a  scene  from  wbich 
llll^'fa^avt  rerohs.  I  verily  believe  that  few 
f^al(^  in  this  beautiful  town  were  saved  that 
night  firom  inralt-  The  noblest  and  the  beggar 
-^fae  nun,  and  the  wife  and  daughter  of' the 
ai^san — ^yonth  and  age — all  were  involved  ^  in 
genenlruin.  None  were  respected,  and  few:.oeii^ 
aeqdently  escaped.  The  madness  of  those  despo^ 
mte  lurigands  was  variously  exhibited ;  some  iired 
thtmi^  doors  and  windows ;  others  at  the  chwoh 
b«»Us;  many,  at  the  wretched  inhabitants  as  idiejr 
fled  into  the  streets,  to  escape  the  bayonets  of  the 
asvagea  who  were  demolisUng  their:  property 
doors;  while  some  wretches^  as lif^MooA 

t2 
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liad  not  flowed  in  euflicient  torrcnu  atrcadjr,  abol 
from  the  windows  their  own  comptmiona  as  they 
RtaggernI  on  bolow.  What  ctiuncos  had  the 
miscrsble  inliabitants  of  escaping  death,  whoi 
more  than  ono  officer  pcii^bcd  by  tb«  buUtrts  uai 
bayuucts  of  the  very  men,  whom  a  faw  houn 
before  he  had  led  to  the  assault  ? 

As  evening  advanced,  the  streets  became  mora 
dangerous,  and  ailer  I  had  cxaminod  the  spot 
t>am  which  the  escalade  of  the  castle  had  bean 
effected,  I  determined  (o  leave  the  fortress  by  th* 
fint  aallypart,  and  return  fur  the  night  to  out 
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frolA  this  infernal  6c&xe  of  tumult  and  villany,  hy 
a  aafer  bat  moie  devious  path* 

I  turned  doim  an  unfrequented  lane.  I  re* 
jaembered  that  a  lamp  before  an  image  of  the 
Virgin  had  formerly  burned  at  the  corner^  but 
1^  course  it  had  been  unattended  to  during  the 
horrors  of  the  past  night.  Not  fifty  paces  from 
the  entrance,  a  dead  man  lay  upon  his  fiice.  I 
looked  at  the  body  carelessly — ^life  was  scarcely 
extinct,  for  the  blood  was  oozing  from  an  immense 
wound  in  the  back;  and  as  the  jacket  was  still 
smoking,  the  musket  of  the  assassin  had  pro- 
bably been  touching  the  wretched  man,  when  the 
murderer  discharged  it.  It  was  the  corpse  of  a 
dragoon ;  he,  of  course,  had  stolen  into  the  town 
for  plunder,  and  the  unhappy  delinquent  paid  a 
deep  penalty  for  his  crime.  He  held  a  loaded 
pistol  in  his  hand.  I  wrenched  it  from  his  grasp 
with  difficulty ;  for  even  in  death,  he  clutched  it. 
I  was  now  better  armed,  and  I  hurried  down  the 
lane  in  the  direction  of  the  sallyport. 

This  unpretending  quarter  appeared  tb  have 
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partially  escaped  the  ravages  to  which  the  better 
portion  of  the  town  had  been  cxpoeed.  Only  « 
few  of  the  outer  doors  were  broken  in,  and  mo* 
tncntly  as  I  proceeded,  the  yells  and  firing  became 
more  distant.  Just  at  the  bottom  of  the  )anr 
there  was  a  large  inn.  Within  all  was  quiet  a« 
the  grave — business  and  bustle  were  over.  "No 
doubt  the  spoilers  had  been  there,  and,  save  in  an 
upper  window,  not  a  hght  was  to  be  seen.  On 
coming  up,  the  cause  of  its  desolation  was  msni- 
fcst.  The  outer  door  had  been  blown  open,  and 
u  dozen  casks,  Eome  spilt  or  Etavrd,  othenlyh^ 


Tha  i^Tt  ol  a  musket  was  followed  by  a  shri^ 
sftkmd,  so  boirible^  so  Imig  sustained,  that  erqi 
yet  it  peals  upon  my  ear.  I  forgot  all  personal 
ocmsideratioii — and,  as  if  directed  by  a  fatality, 
rushed  into  the  gate,  and  ascended  the  staircase. 
/Gxiesandcmsesdirected  me  onwards.  The  door 
/sf  the.  chamber  from  which  they  issued  was 
;WcIpsed. :  .1  sprang  forward,  and  the  scene  within 
was  infinitely  worse  than  even  the  outrages  I  had 
l^itnessed  could  have  harbingered. 
..  Near  the  door,  a  Spaniard,  whose  dress  and 
appearance  were  those  of  a  wealthy  farmer,  or  a 
small  proprietor  of  land,  was  extended  on  the 
floor  quite  dead ;  and  a  ruffian  in  the  uniform  of 
one  of  the  regiments  of  the  third  division,  was 
standing  over  the  body,  busily  engaged,  as  well 
as  drunkenness  would  admit,  in  reloadmg  his 
musket  Beyond  the  victim  and  his  murderer  a 
more  horrible  sight  met  the  eye.  The  woman, 
whose  piercing  scream  had  attracted  me  to  the 
scene  of  slaughter,  was  writhing  in  the  last  ago- 
nies of  death,  while   a  Portuguese  Ca^adore 
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coolly  wiped  the  bayonet  that  bad  been  wAkmd 
m  her  blural.  Wbat  occurred  aa  mj  etttoum 
was  the  transaction  of  a  few  raomcnts.  Both 
niflians  turned  their  rage  on  me,  and  I  endea- 
voured to  anticipate  them  by  commencing  hosti- 
lities. V  ith  the  pistol  I  had  taken  from  tbedn- 
gooii  I  shot  tlie  Irishmau — I  blush  to  sav  it— btil 
he  was  nty  cauiitr)-maii — through  the  hc^art,  and 
then  attacked  the  Ca^dore.  In  sin  and  strength 
we  were  pretty  fairly  matchnl.  He  was  anaad 
with  m  fixed  bayonet — I  with  a  Eahrc,  ground  to 
the  keenness  of  a  knife ;  but  his  own  crime  gans 
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boiat  dnwigh  the  paiiel  op  to  ihe  sodtety  and 
the  vflkin  iras  at  ray  mercy.  As  he  Tsiiily  stiai^ 
to  disengage  his  weapon,  I  stepped  back  and 
struck  him  across  the  head»  He  fell  fonraidl 
Thnce  I  repeated  the  cat — ^finr  the  seonndrel  was 
full  of  life— «iid  I  was  not  cont^ted  until  lui 
sctiU  was  fimctored  fay  reiterated  Uows,  and  the 
brain  seattered  against  the  wainscot.  I  see  yott 
shudder,  Mortimer ;  you  hare  yet  to  leans  how 
quiddy  war  will  bnttaliie  us.  At  your  years  I 
could  not  hare  treated  a  rabid  dog  so  saragriiy  * 
but  that  scene  withered  evory  feeling  of  human 
pity,  and  I  for  the  time  was  as  truculent  as  the 
villains  I  had  dispatched. 

The  curtains  Uased  more  fiercely,  while  I 
stood  like  a  presiding  demon  above  four  bleeding 
corpses — the  murderers  and  their  victims.  The 
blood  <^  the  dead  Ca^adore  had  spirted  over  me;^ 
and  from  hilt  to  point  my  sahre  was  crimsoned. 
On  the  floor  a  quantity  of  gold  and  silver  cdbu 
were  scattered,  whUe  the  glare  of  the  burning 
tapestry  gave  a  wild  and  infernal  li^  that  fitted 
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well  tliKt  scene  of  slaughter.  I  coold  ttay  oo 
longer — the  woodwork  was  already  in  flaioes — 
and  a  few  minutes  would  wrap  the  devoted  bouse 
in  a  sheet  of  tire.  I  atooped  and  picked  a 
cartridge  from  the  cartouch-boK  of  the  dead  Irisli- 
man,  to  reload  my  pistol.  Something  beneath  a 
chair  sparkled.  Was  it  the  eyes  of  a  dog?  i 
removed  the  antique  and  cumbrous  pieec  of  Kuni- 
turc — and  there  a  child,  some  three  years  old,  had 
cowered  for  shelter  !  To  leave  it  to  perish  in  lite 
flamei  was  impossible.  I  caught  it  up — it  never 
cried — for  terror  I  suppose  Iiad  taken  awtty  the 
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bun  in  dmr  route  iras  didy  tasted  as  they  passed 

^'  My  appelDraiice  vas  instantly  observed.  <^  It's 
olie  of'thefore^nem/'  said  he  who' seemed  to 
•be'ibe  Wad^,  as  he  remarked  my  dark  uniform — 
^Shoo^him^  Jun!" 

Poitunatelythe  command  was  given  in  Iridic 
and  I  replied  promptly  in  the  same  language. 
In  a  few' moments  we  understood  each  other 
perfeetly.  They  wanted  to  secure  their  booty, 
and  I  vohmteered  to  be  their  leader,  and  efiect 
a  retreat. 

To  prohibit  drinking  for  the  future,  under  a 
threat  of  abandoning  them  instantly,  was  my  first 
order;  and  it  was,  though  reluctantly,  acceded 
to.  I  next  examined  their  arms,  and  ordered  the 
muskets  that  had  been  discharged  to  be  reloaded. 
The  booty  was  next  secured ;  and  forming  them 
into  something  like  military  order,  I  gave  the 
word  to  march,  and  proceeded  towards  the  sally- 
port, the  leader  of  a  banditti,  whom  no  considera- 
tion, but  an  avaricious  anxiety  to  save  tiie  pro- 
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(luce  of  the  night'e  villatiy,  could  hare  iudueed 
(o  quit  a  scene  of  violence  and  blood  so  eongeaual 
o  tluir  btuul  fancies.  I  brought  them  and  the 
liaplead  orphan  safely  from  the  tavn;  although 
their  own  pugnadty,  and  the  appearance  of  the 
rith  booty  they  had  obtained,  involved  us  id 
seveial  skirniit^hes  with  parties  who  verc  flocking 
iuto  the  city,  on  the  same  vile  errand  as  that  in 
which  my  '-  charge  of  foot'"  had  been  so  success- 
fully engaged. 

"  And  did  you  discover  who  the  DUidered 
parents  of  the  poor  infant  were?" 
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made  out  the  proprietors,  vfho  had  obtained  a 
temporary  shelter  in  one  of  the  detached  offices 
that  had  escaped  the  flames.  They  could  give 
me  no  information,  nor  did  they  eyen  know  the 
names  of  their  murdered  inmates.  They,  poor 
victims !  had  arrived  in  Badajoz  ^m  a  distant 
part  of  Andalusia  only  the  day  before  we  invested 
the  town,  and  remained  there  during  the  siege. 
Having  a  large  sum  of  money  in  their  possession, 
they  fancied  themselves  safer  in  the  city  than  in 
attempting  to  remove  homewards,  as  the  roads  in 
the  vicinity  were  infested  by  guerillas  and  pro- 
fessed banditti.  They  stopped  accordingly,  till 
Badajoz  fell;  and,  in  common  with  many  hun- 
dreds of  unfortunates,  their  lives  and  property 
paid  a  sad  penalty  for  the  obstinacy  of  Philip- 
pon's  defence." 

"  And  what  became  of  the  poor  orphan, 
O'Connor?''  asked  O'Shauglmessy. 

^^I  sent  him  to  England,  placed  him  at  a 
school,  and  when  he  is  old  enough  he  shall  be  a 
soldier.     Should  I  fall,  he  is  not  forgotten.     But 
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come — to 

bed— lo  bed. 

Sound  be  youi 

alum- 

bcTS,  boys 

! — before  the  i 

niglit  of  to-morrow 

many 

a  ilirring  spirit  will  be  quiet  enough — and  on  Uie 

sward  ol' 

a  battle  field. 

•<  sleep  the  sleep  tlut 

knows  not 

breaking." 

"' 

^r.'  ,.-i: .-...     )(     f';r' 
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THE  DEAD  LIEUTENANT. 


Vain  was  ev*ry  ardent  vow. 
Never  yet  did  Heaven  allow. 
Love  80  warm,  so  wild,  to  last. 


MOOEI. 


CHAPTER  XIIL 


THE  DEAD  LIEUTENANT. 


There  is  no  sadder  office  imposed  upon  $l 
soldier  than  to  arrange  the  simple  property 
of  some  departed  comrade  for  the  rude 
auction  to  which,  when  death  occurs  on  service, 
the  assets  of  the  fallen  are  submitted.  Every 
thii^  recals  the  deceased ;  and  every  article,  how^ 
ever  trifling,  renews  past  recollections.  In  that 
jacket,  haply,  the  tale  was  told  which  set  the  table 
in  a  roar ;  and  these  epaulets  may  have  sparkled 
in  the  ball-room,  or  glittered  on  the  field  of  battle^ 

In  a  convent  adjoining  the  bridge  of  Vera,  a 
young  officer  had  expired  shortly  after  the  night 
encounter  between  the  British  light  troops  and 
the  French  column,  which  forced  that  passage  ixL 
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ihfir  retreat.  Though  vastly  sujicrior  in  force; 
and  with  darkness  and  a  storm  favouring  tfae 
attack,  the  posts  were  gallantly  contested;  and 
vhcn  the  rifles  were  obliged  to  yield  to  numbers, 
ihey  occupied  the  convent  walls,  and  kept  up 
s  fire  so  incesEant  and  well  directed,  that  th« 
narrow  bridge  was  heaped  with  corpses,  and  the 
loss  of  tlie  retiring  cnoniy  was  computed  at  nearly 
■  ^ousand  men.  The  British  casualties  were 
comparatively  trifting — and  Frcderidt  Sell^  wai 
tlic  only  oflieer  that  fell. 
Al^Jittnrc  had  ncvLi  designed  Scll^  for  the  trade 
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of  a  martial  spiritr  and  in  the  winter  season 
when  a  campaign  ceased,  he  seemed  to  dream  his 
life  away ;  how  he  employed  himself  in  canton- 
ments none  knew,  and  indeed  none  inquired. 

He  was  the  second  son  ol  a  gentleman  of  con- 
siderable fortune,  and  had,  as  it  was  generally 
understood,  been  intended  for  the  cbnrch.  He 
graduated  accordingly  at  one  of  the  unirersities; 
when  dicumstances  occurred  which  changed  the 
eoloor  of  his  profession,  and  sent  to  the  field  one 
&r  better  suited  for  the  cloister. 

Death,  however,  disclosed  the  secret,  that 
iriule  liviog  he  had  kept  so  closely ;  and  in  his 
writing-case,  the  memorials  of  an  unfortunate 
attachment  were  found.  He  had  loved  a  female 
of  humble  parentage,  and,  it  would  appear,  that 
a  sentimental  engagement  had  beeii  formed,  dis* 
coTered,  and  dissolved.  To  remoTe  him  far  firom 
the  object  of  his  passion,  his  fitther  had  pur- 
chased a  commission,  and  sent  him  upon  service. 
The  wide  sea  rolled  between  him  and  the  fi)r« 
hidden  fiur  one;   but  the  heart  remained  un^ 
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eluBged — and  he  died  cheriihing  a  fi^mia/tUk 

time  and  absence  coald  not  subdne. 

That  moat  of  the  private  hoim  of  the  4b* 
ceased  were  spent  in  literary  compoaitiaa,  ■■■f 
fragments  in  prose  and  poetry,  mixed  aaaif 
letters  &om  members  of  his  fiunily,  pton^  1W 
effusions  generally  alluded  to  the  mikifff  a^ 
tachment  that  had  sent  him  fiom  hii  iwtiTBbBl ; 
and  some  of  them  were  addiesaed  to  hii  mialMm. 
These  were,  of  course,  carefully  deitnqred.  Ow* 
however,  was  of  a  difierent  descriptioD — it  wm^ai 
tome  legendary  tale  connected  vilh  the  eaoMk 
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The  night  was  dark  and  stormy — the  snow 
fell  fast — and  the  wind  howled  through  the  leaf- 
less branches  of  the  old  oaks  which  encircled 
Selby  Place.  Doors  shook  and  casements  rattled, 
as  the  frequent  gusts  struck  them  heavily.  All 
without  was  gloomy  and  inclement,  while  the 
scene  of  joyous  revelry  within,  formed  a  striking 
contrast.  Christmas  had  passed,  and  right  hos* 
pitably  hod  that  ancient  festival  been  observed. 
Twelfth-night  was  come,  and  all  that  was  noble 
and  fair  for  many  a  mile  around,  were  assem- 
bled in  the  baron's  hall ;  while  in  buttoy  and 
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lutchcn,  yeomen  and  domestice  wi 
merrily. 

The  feasting  tiaa  ended,  and  the  hsU  cleared 
for  the  dance.  The  music  struck  up  a  sprightly 
measure ;  and  in  the  silver  stream  that »  htindred 
tapers  shed  over  the  poHshed  floor,  stately  dunes 
and  bright-eyed  damsels  vere  led  from  their  seats 
by  the  noblest  of  the  youth  of  Briuin. 

It  was  the  mirthful  season  of  the  year,  vtoe- 
rated  alike  by  saint  and  sinner,  when  a  vorld's 
deliverance  had  been  achieved,  and  why  should 
not  all  be  happy  ?     Beauty  was  beaming  from 
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bride.  Who  had  not  heard  of  Barbara  Maxwell? 
When  the  wine-cup  was  drained  to  beauty^  Bar* 
bara's  was  the  name  that  hallowed  it.  If  the  min- 
strel lacked  a  theme  for  his  ballad,  whose  would 
he  choose  but  Lord  I^ithsdale's  daughter?  The 
hunter  left  the  chase  to  gaze  upon  her,  if  her 
white  jennet  passed  him  on  the  moor ;  and  even 
the  fair  themselves  owned  that  Barbara  was  fairer. 
All  said  she  was  born  to  be  loved;  while,  uncon- 
scious of  the  charms  which  envy  admitted  to  be 
peerless,  her  unassuming  gentleness  would  win 
a  heart  that  could  look  on  loveliness  like  hers^ 
and  be  unmoved. 

Long  and  ardently  George  Selby  had  wooed 
and  long  had  success  been  doubtful.  A  lover's 
path  is  rarely  smooth,  and  his  had  been  beset 
with  difficulties.  But  what  will  not  the  ardour 
of  youthful  passion  overcome  ?  George  Selby^s 
truth  and  constancy  succeeded ;  and  Barbara 
knelt  with  him  at  the  altar^  and  became  his  for 
ever. 

We  have  already  hinted  that  obstacles  had 
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iIcTajcd  Pclby'3  marriage;  and  tti'-ugh  he  had 
won  his  love,  the  union,  strange  as  it  may  api>c«r, 
had  not  been  one  that  cither  of  their  famiUos 
approved.  Among  the  flower  of  the  northern 
youth,  Sclbywas  the  first.  He  was  barely  touch- 
ing on  ripe  manhood,  and  hia  face  and  figore 
were  just  what  please  woman.  Gifted  with 
natural  talents,  his  education  had  been  ecdulou&ly 
atttndcd  to — and  in  the  manly  excrcist-*  of  the 
times  he  waa  accounted  pofect.  His  turu  had 
been  a  military  one — and  he  had  already  Berred 
two  campaigns  in  the  Low  Countries,  and  g&iocd 
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And  what  could  cloud  a  union  of  two  persons 
thus. formed  for  each  other?  Alas!  that  which 
has  caused  many  a  heart  to  bleed,,  and  flung 
thorns  in  the  path  of  love — that  which  has  caused 
the  deepest  attachment  to  pine  away  and  perish ! 
Selby  and  his  beautiful  bride  were  professors  pf 
different  creeds,  and  both  bigoted  in  their  re- 
spective beliefs  on  matters  of  religion.  George 
dissented  warmly  from  the  errors  of  the  Italian 
church — while  Barbara  had  been  taught  from 
infancy  to  consider  that  of  her  forefathers  the 
true  and  apostolic  faith,  and  that  to  the  shorn 
priest  of  Rome,  the  power  alone  rested  to  remit 
her  sins,  and  point  the  path  that  would  lead  her 
to  salvation. 

That  love  —  and  tenderly  they  loved  each 
other — should  stifle  any  unhappy  misgivings  in 
two  young  breasts,  might  have  been  expected, 
and  under  common  circumstances  such  would 
have  been  undoubtedly  the  case.  But  a  fierce  and 
acrimonious  temper  pervaded  the  religionists  of 
these  uncharitable  days — a  dreadful  discovery 


8  BAHBIAA  SUZmiX. 

hid  just  been  mide — ind  «*T*4wtt  fanq^^  to 
Egfat  the  foulest  compirwy  thit  the  doon  ifUt 
of  bigotry  hid  ever  fabiicited. 

Within  a  few  d^s  ■fier  SdO^  hid  wedded 
Barinra  Maxwell,  the  infemil  plot  to  blow  vp  Ae 
iLing  and  pariiiment  waa  aoddentiUy  ^■*ftfiil, 
and  the  chief  of  those  ctmccmed  aireated,  trie^ 
and  brought  moet  justly  to  the  aoAld.  A 
dreadful  sensation  was  seated  by  the  alzsd^  of 
the  plan ;  and  men,  hitherto  tdcfint,  heeuae  ra^- 
leas  persecutors.  The  feats  of  the  tnnid  eoidd  Bot 
be  readily  allayed,  and  the  fiercer-n 
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Maxwells  clui^  to  thai  fiitbers'  fitith  and  r»- 
OBted  the  attempts  of  the  re&nnen,  caused  Huan, 
amongst  others,  to  be  suspected.  The  master  of 
NithsdaJe  was  denounced  as  a  principal  in  the 
infenul  plot ;  and  a  journey,  solely  undeitakm 
for  Measure,  was  tortured  into  a  political  embaasy 
to  the  court  of  Spun,  to  require  for  the  consi«ra- 
tors  countenance  and  assistance  firom  abroad, 

Hiat  Selby's  young  bride  should  not  fed 
unpleasant  consequences  from  this  buret  of  na- 
tional indignation,  which  the  atrocious  designs  of 
the  popish  par^  so  justly  drew  forth,  would  be 
imposeible.  All  who  surrounded  her  were  un- 
compromising followers  of  the  refonners,  and 
were,  from  old  prejudice  and  late  disclosures, 
deeply  incensed  against  every  disciple  of  the 
church  of  Rome.  Barbara  had  been  taught  to 
consider  Protestant  hostili^  to  her  faith  as  im- 
placable ;  and,  conscious  of  the  enormity  of  the 
recent  plot,  with  the  sensibility  of  a  soft  and 
fearful  nature,  she  &ncied  that  she  perceived  aa 
abated  atdour  in  Geoi^  Selby's  lore,  and  read 
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distrust  in  looks,  that  were  never  tuned  iqion 
liet  but  in  kindness.  Even  the  homage  her 
charms  elicited  &om  her  husband's  kinsmen  was 
mbtaken — and  gentle  attenttons  ware,  u  ahe 
imafpnetl,  used  only  to  hide  concealed  dislike. 

Lord  Nithsdale  had  been  reading  (ae  tom.e 
time  in  the  ancient  dwelling  of  the  Maxwells — 
the  casde  of  Caerlaverock — and  the  indomency 
of  tlie  season  for  many  weeks  prevented  Barbara 
from  having  any  communicaUoa  with  hei  &ther'it 
insulated  home.  Nothing  beyond  the  general 
rumour  had  reached  her  respecdi^  the  ploL    She 
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obloquy  and  sfaaroe  on  the  unoffeniUng  members 
of  their  ovn  fiutb. 

When  it  was  asserted  that  Ralph  Maxwell  was 
connected  with  the  conspiracy,  George  Selby 
behaved  as  a  brave  man  should,  and  stoutly 
maintained  the  innocence  of  bis  absent  relative. 
His  devotion  to  his  bride  was  tender  and  respect- 
ful, and  such  as  her  birth  and  beauty  demanded; 
and  though  he  observed  with  pain  a  striking 
alteration  in  her  manner,  never  for  a  moment  did 
he  permit  his  own  r^ard  to  appear  abated. 

On  the  Twelfth- night,  according  to  the  ancient 
usage  of  the  Selbys,  all  that  was  distinguished  in 
the  north  of  Cumberland  had  assembled  in  the 
castle  ball.  Noble  as  was  the  feasting  and  light 
the  revelry,  one  circumstance  clouded  the  general 
joy.  She  who  should  have  been  the  meteor 
beauty  for  all  to  gaze  on,  had,  with  evident  exer- 
tion, contrived  to  sit  through  the  banquet ;  her 
deep  dejection  could  not  be  concealed ;  and  while 
all  beside  were  waiting  for  the  dance,  Barbara 
bad  left  the  hall. 
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Where  was  the  bride  ?  In  vaia  the  eyes  of 
many  sought  her  through  the  spacious  chamber. 
The  ball  was  stayed — the  lady  inquired  for — and 
her  maid  presently  returned  with  an  apology  from 
h(T  miEtress,  excusing,  under  the  i>lea  uf  indispo- 
sition, her  temporary  absence  irom  th«  company. 
The  baron  knitted  hiti  darli  brows  in  anger,  and 
took  his  son  aside.  What  passed  was  brief,  and 
in  s  whisper.  A  red  flush  coloured  young  Sclby'a 
check,  and  bowing  to  his  father  he  left  the  hall. 
The  lord  of  the  mansioa  waved  his  hand — tlie 
music  played  a  nicrrj-  airland  the  dance  com- 
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conTCTgation  to  pus  betveen  his  couain  ud 
hiiniel£ 

"  George,"  laid  the  Utter,  "  what  haa  d»> 
airbed  yoa  thus  ?  believe  me,  others  besides  Bie 
have  noticed  it.  Ronse  thee,  man.  Our  cus- 
tomary festival,  and  the  noble  company  vho  faare 
met  to  share  our  twelfth-night  revelry,  demand  « 
merrier  mood  than  thine." 

"  Alas !"  replied  the  youth,  with  a  deep  sigh, 
**  Alas !  Harry,  I  am  very  wretched ;  and  I 
cannot  with  so  sad  a  heart  put  on  a  smiling 
countenance." 

"And  what  thus  chafes  you,  George,  and  at 
such  aD  ill-timed  seaaon  ?"  inquired  hb  kinsman. 
"  If  it  be  not  a  secret — " 

"  Secrets  I  have  none  (rota  thee,  Hany. 
Friends  from  in&ncy  like  us — " 

"  Why  yes,  Geoi^,"  letumed  Wyndham  ; 
"  few  brothers  love  each  other  better.  My  mother 
lived  only  to  ^ve  me  Inith,  my  father  was 
slun  six  monUis  after,  and  I  was  thus  left  an 
orphan.     I  was  nursed  in  the  same  chamber  that 
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thou  vferl — iu  buyhoud  tlic  same  teacher  itchnoleil 
ua ;  wc  played  at  the  same  games ;  and  when  we 
grew  up,  aiid  went  together  to  the  wars,  one  tent 
covered  us,  and  on  the  same  field  we  rode  our 
first  charge,  side  by  side  together.  Cau  Hwry- 
Wyndham  do  aught  to  leUeve  his  friend's  dis- 
tress ?■" 

"  Alas !— No.  My  Borrows  arc  beyond  thy 
friendly  ministry." 

"  And  yet,  George,  surely  thou  ehouldet  be 
happy  if  ever  man  was.  liast  thou  not  won  an 
]um»urablc  reputation?     HuBt  tbou  nut  before 
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*'  I  am  lost  in  wonder !"  exclaimed  Iub  fHend 
and  cousin. 

"  Look  down  the  corridor,  and  be  certain  there 
be  no  listener  near." 

Wyndham  obeyed  and  replied, 
<'  We  are  safe  from  intrusion — none  can  ap- 
proach but  I  shall  see  them.  Whoever  conies 
hither  must  cross  yon  stream  of  light,  and  it  will 
reveal  him  to  us.  Speak,  George — Speak  freely 
to  your  kinsman." 

"  Harry,"  returned  Selby,  "  I  know  your 
love  for  me,  and  can  I  mark  mine  better,  than 
by  opening  to  you  those  secret  sorrows  that  shall 
be  hidden  from  all  else,  even  my  father.  Alas  I 
that  I  should  have  lived  to  make  the  sad  con- 
fession. Barbara  loves  not  I  or  if  she  does,  her 
love  is  for  another !" 

Wyndham  started  as  if  a  dagger  pierced  him. 

"  Hold,  George — for  God's  sake — hold!   Art 

mad,  or  doting  ?    By  Heaven  !  had  any  tongue 

but  thine  breathed  such  a  thought — so  damning 
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to  (he  reputauon  of  my  gentle  kinswoman 
would  have  stabbetl  liim  !" 

'*  If,  Hal,  tliou  canst  fed  thus,  niarv«1  not 
that  my  check  is  blanched,  and  my  heart  ago- 
nized beyond  wh^t  thou  or  any  other  can 
imagine." 

"  But,"  exclaimed  Wyndham  paBsinnatcIy — 
"wliy  these  dreadful  doubts?  What,  (Jeorfrr, 
can  Lave  produced  this  sad  and  horrible  suspi- 
cion ?  Shei— Barbara  Maxwell  !  She — whaiw 
angel  looks  arc  only  emblems  of  her  ptitity.  By 
my  soul's  hope,  the  thing  is  uUerly  inciedible  j 
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Stipulated  tbat  she  should  be  permitted  to  wor- 
ship HesvcD  as  she  pleased.  I  plighted  a  knight's 
word  that  in  this  her  will  should  be  undisputed ; 
and  1  have  kept  tbat  promise  fiuthfulljr.  Lest  in 
a  household  like  ours,  where  all  are  ardent  Pro- 
testants, any  thing  should  interrupt  her  in  the  per- 
formance of  her  religious  duty,  I  fitted  for  her  use 
the  oratory  our  grandame  used,  before  the  blessed 
reformation  turned  our  house  from  idle  ceremo- 
nies to  the  true  faith.  There  Barbara's  devotions 
were  sacred  from  intrusion — none  but  herself  hsd 
access  to  that  suite  of  chambers — she  alone  keeps 
the  key — and  when  she  would  meditate  or  pray, 
so  eye  save  that  which  looks  on  all,  watclies  her 
secret  orisons." 

"  'Twas  right,  George,"  exclaimed  Selby's 
kinsman.  '*  Need  I  tell  thee  how  much  I  hate 
that  idolatrous  communion ;  but  till  it  please 
Heaven  to  point  out  the  path,  and  clear  the  film 
away  which  papal  delusions  have  cast  over  Bn-- 
ban's  reason,  as  a  true  knight  and  lover,  thou 
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ittut^t  protect  Iier  in  the  free  cxcicise  of  vb«t  xbe 
thinks  religious  worsliip." 

"  I  have  done  so.  Hairy,  and  so  will  I  oon- 
unue  doing.  But  to  proceed  For  ■  time,  if 
ever  man  knew  liappiQess,  I  found  it  in  Barbara's 
anas.  She  trusted  to  the  creed  in  which  eiK 
had  been  go  anfully  schooled;  but  though  her 
views  were  false,  there  was  in  all  she  thought  and 
did  sucli  fervid  purity,  that,  if  innocent  adoration 
be  plesdog  to  tlic  Deity,  hers  must  have  bccu  ac- 
ceptable. Once,  and  once  only,  I  stole  unguard- 
edly upon  her  privacy.     She  was  kneeUng 
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which  the  FU>renline  bad  poored  the  migie 
toaches  of  bis  pencil  that  I  worahipp«d.  N»— it 
was  to  Him  alone  who  had  power,  that  J  beat  my 
kaee.  We  rose.  She  Shmg  her  amu  anmnd 
me,  and  aa  she  kiaaed  me,  murmured,  *  George, 
though  our  creeds  may  differ,  surely,  locd  of  my 
loTe !  oar  hearts  are  one '. '  " 

"  And  can  a  doubt  toucfaii^  the  love  of  sncb 
a  woman  croea  thy  mind,  GeotgeP" 

"Ake !  my  Mend,  what  an  altoation  has  a  fat 
weeks  made.  From  the  time  that  infernal  con* 
Bparacy  was  discovered,  I  have  remarked  her 
become  thoughtful  and  depressed.  Fancying 
that  she  feared  I  should  imbibeaprejudice  against 
popery,  that  might  even  extend  itself  to  her,  I 
endeavoured  by  renewed  attentions  to  prove 
that  my  love  was  unchangeable.  She  seemed  to 
feel  my  kindness,  wept  upon  my  bo«nn,  and 
thanked  me  for  my  coD&dence.  Suddenly  a  change 
came  over  her.  She  became  timid,  alwent,  and 
desponding.  If  I  entered  her  chamber  unex- 
c2 
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pectedly,  she  Btaited  u  if  I  vera  u  olgflCt  tD  be 
fened.  Her  devoUonal  exercises  were  redoubled, 
and  yesterday  she  was  for  several  hours  seduded 
in  her  oratory.  To  a  casual  obscmtioti  whidi  faer 
long  absence  inadvertendy  elidted,  she  bluabed 
and  trembled  like  a  gxiilty  thing.  But  last  ni^t 
^■^ismnation !  '  —  and  he  struck  his  fimhesd 
wildly  with  bis  hand.  "  Even  to  yon,  loved  and 
trusted  as  a  brother,  I  can  hardly  neotioii  it. 
Last  night,  uneasy  thoughtii  had  kept  me  waking, 
while  Barbara  was  slumbering  at  my  aide.  The 
chamber  lamp  beanie<I  out  with  uacotumon  brJl- 
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He  shuddered  in  an  i^ny  of  paseioa — both 
remuned  silent  for  gome  moments,  until  Sellqr 
recovered  and  continued — 

*'  You  marked  her  bearing  at  the  hanqaet — hef 
Badness  was  apparent  to  erery  guest ;  and  when 
by  my  father's  command  I  sought  her  chamb^, 
to  entreat  she  would  return  to  the  company,  her 
maid  —  the  daughter  of  her  nurse  —  in  whom 
she  reposes  boundless  confidence,  told  me  in 
evident  confusion,  that  her  mietress  had  retited 
to  the  oratory,  and  begged  she  might  not  be 
disturbed.  What,  Harry,  can  all  this  mean  f 
Is  it  a  fitting  season  for  telling  beads,  when  the 
noblest  in  the  land  have  come  to  my  father's  hidl 
for  mirth  and  revelry?  Yes,  I  might  parAm 
readily  this  ill-timed  devotion ;  but,  oh,  God ! 
how  can  I  excuse  that  guilty  kiss — how  extenusto 
that  damning  exclamation !" 

In  vain  for  a  while  did  Wyndham  strive  to 
calm  the  excited  feeUngs  of  his  unhappy  kins- 
man. By  degrees  Seiko's  violence  softened  down, 
and  he  was  composing  himself  to  rejoin  his  father's 


33  BARBARA  MAXWEU. 

gimtfl,  when  Wyndhun  touched  hit  mny  Mid 
pointed  to  ft  female  figure  wliidi  enmtA  the 
light,  and  liastencd  towards  the  jdaee  tlicy  iMd 
conversed  in. 

**  It  IB  Barbara's  attendant,"  he  iriiispacd. 
*•  What  can  bring  her  here  V 

Gillian  approached ;  and  as  she  drew  near  tbe 
recess,  the  kinsman  beard  her  muttn, 

'*  Where  can  he  be  ?  They  said  bs  paaaed  tUi 
corridor.  Hist !  Master  of  Selby !  "—and  ibe 
raised  her  Toice. 
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Ili  pawn  my  life  upon  her  Xovb.  Ifever  could 
evil  heart  inhabit  a  form  like  Barhara  MazTdl'a. 
Go,  my  Unsman;  111  before  you,  and  announce 
that  your  lady's  indiBposltion  is  bo  &a  abated,  aa 
to  enable  her  to  meet  your  father's  guests  again. 
Believe  me>  the  tidings  will  be  welcome." 

'*  Ay — Gillian,  say  to  your  mistress  that  I 
shall  be  with  her  presently ;  and  thou.  Ha),  ex. 
cuse  my  absence  as  thou  best  canst^ 

He  said,  and  hastened  to  his  wife's  apartment, 
while  his  kinsman  r(;joined  the  merry  company, 
and  intimated  that  the  "  Border  flower,"  as 
Barbara  was  called,  might  be  presently  expected. 

But  where  went  Barbani  Maxwell  f  When  she 
lefl  the  hall  she  hastened  to  her  own  chamber, 
and  summoned  her  attendant.  Gillian  presented 
her  mistress  with  a  light,  placed  a  basket  in  her 
hand,  and  then  took  post  in  tbe  passage,  while 
her  lady  proceeded  to  the  oratory.  Twas  a  strange 
time  for  prayer!  but  it  was  not  to  pray  that 
Barbara  stole  from  tbe  festive  throng.  SofUy 
■he  unlocked  the  chamber  of  devntitm ;  and  when 
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the  door  opened,  what  did  the  tMjpet  g^aooe  on? 
Was  it  tti«  sculptured  effigy  of  some  holy  wMstfTp 
or  the  softer  features  of  the  penitent  Madmiaa  ? 
No — Stretched  on  a  sofa,  a  young  an&a:  «■■ 
slumbering ;  and  instead  of  rosaiy  and  ntiasal^ 
a  rapier  and  pistols  were  laid  upon-  the  lady^ 
table ! 

On  tiptoe  the  bride  of  George  Selby  Bjipniaehed 
the  sleeping  knight. 

"  Hist,  Ralph,  wake— 'tis  I— "tia  Barban  !■" 
The  stranger  Epnuig  up,  clasped  the  fur  viiDter 
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pass  unnoticed.  Come,  Ralph,  let's  see  what 
GiUitn  has  provided," — and  she  lighted  a  lamp 
that  hung  from  the  ceiling,  vhile  the  Master  of 
Nithsdole  quicldy  unclosed  the  basket. 

"  Ah  !  blessings  on  thee,  Gillian.  Look, 
Barbara,  what  fare  the  gipsy  has  lighted  on.  A 
pasty  that  would  tempt  a  monk ;  and  two  flasks, 
Rhenish  and  Burgundy,  if  I  judge  rightly  from 
the  coloiu'.  If  this  be  hardship,  as  you  called  it, 
may  my  visitadons  never  be  more  severe.  Why, 
in  the  next  room,  there  is  a  pallet  fit  for  a  cardi- 
nal's repose.  Well,  I'll  to  supper,  and  do  thou 
return.  Do,  deareet  sister,  thy  absence  will  seem 
remarkable." 

"  I  cannot  leave  thee,  Ralph ;  for  there  is  a 
mystery  in  this  concealment  that  has  made  me 
truly  wretched." 

"  Tush— I'll  tell  it  thee  to-morrow." 
"Now,Ralph— be  it  now — if  thou  lovest  me." 
"  Well,  if  it  must  be  so,  our  supper  and  story 
shall  proceed  together.    Draw  that  cork,  Bar- 
bara ;  'tis  not  the  first  time  thou  wert  my  Hebe, 
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pA — girt — Ah  \  girl  oo  longer.  Paidm  m^ 
bonouted  dame — I  cty  thy  mercj.  My.  mmt 
visit  mayhip  will  dub  me  uncle." 

"  Hush,  thou  iniUpcxt.  Comc^  do  not  tsifle 
viih  me.  If  you  knew  how  miMnfale  I  un  and 
have  been,  you  would  without  deUy  imbotk  mj 
doubtings." 

"  Well,  well,  Barb&rsi  it  must  be  done.  Sk 
down.  Wilt  thou  not  pledge  me  ?  Right  Rheniih 
u  erer  crossed  the  sea.  Thou  ■ 
bus;  else,  «s  you  know,  I  msy  be  i 
unless  I  insist  upon  thnt  eecuTity." 
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Barbara — and  hoT  to  stir  the  hot  blood  of  tiie 
Maxwells.  Tis  idle  to  conceal  aught  ftom  tlice 
now.  Fill  me  another  goblet,  and  I  will  ntiafy 
thy  questioning."  He  npped  ^  wine  she  gare 
him,  and  then  continued  : 

*'  Residing  in  England,  thou  hast  heard  no 
doubt  much  concerning  that  Tillanons  conspi- 
racy .f" 

"  Oh,  yes— and  deeply  has  it  grieved  me. 
Those,  Ralpb,  who  are  opposed  to  our  reli^n, 
will  brand  us  nil  wiih  the  obloqny  that  horrible 
design  has  ruscd  against  a  whole  community." 

"  True,  girl,  and  there  lies  the  cause  of  my 
temporary  concealmenL  I  was,  as  you  wdl  know, 
travelling  for  improvement.  I  heard  abroad  a 
strange  story  of  the  detected  ploL  It  was,  as  I 
then  believed,  a  wild  and  exa^orated  rumour.  I 
posted  homewards,  and  landed  on  the  coast  some 
sixty  miles  from  this.  Judge  my  astonishmrai^ 
when  there  I  saw  a  printed  prodamation,  and, 
among  many  names,  a  reward  oHered  for  my  i^ 
prehension  as  one  of  the  chief  compiiaton !" 
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Bnbara  Mazirell  spmig  from  lier  Vfattr^''^"^''' 
.«  For  Mm,  Ralph!  Thjr  nune  fnralldd' idUU^ 
I  gang  of  murderen  !  Didst  thou  tear  down  &e 
lying  paper,  and  cudgel  to  death  the  tSUui'  wfio 
had  dared  affix  it  ?" 

<'  I  did  nether,  Bstbars.     The  pqiern 
untom ;  and  it  would  have  been  poor  Tengi 
for  the  Master  of  Nithsdale,  to  best  the  betadk^ 
brune  ont — if  he  had  such."  '  '   "  '" 

"Goon,  Ralph.    What  didrt  thoti;ln  666% 
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foreign  agent.  By  Heaven !  I  netrly  loae  all 
temper,  to  thiok  that  such  a  felon  diarge  sfaould 
have  been  whispered  against  one  of  the  houae 
of  Nithsdsle.  What,  though  ve  have  held  our 
fathers^  faith,  when  has  our  loyalty  been  impeach- 
able ?  Look  to  the  motto  of  our  arms.  When 
once,  our  fealty  slighted  and  our  services  Av- 
gotten,  in  his  extremity  a  king  sent  to  out  ill- 
used  ancestor  for  support — vhen  the  royal  cause 
was  almost  hopeless,  and  others  had  refused  to 
arm,  or  sent  an  evasive  reply — what  waa  the 
answer  of  our  grand^re  ?  '  /  am  ready.'  But 
come,  Barbara,  you  must  away.  Itemember.my 
love,  that  a  stronger  tie  than  sisterly  regard  now 
binds  thee  T 

'*  Balph — why  remain  here  P  Come  among 
tliy  equals  boldly,  tmd  procUum  your  innocence. 
I  will  bring  my  husband  here.  My  life  on  it, 
George  Selby  will  maintun  hb  brother's  honour 
against  Miy  who  dare  insinuate  aught  agunst 
it." 

"  He  has  already  done  it  nobly.    In  a  com. 
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piny  some  days  since,  my  nune  «u  tmifteA  miH 
the  traitors.  Boldly  did  thy  lord  MMrt  ma  to  lie 
innocent,  and  flung  bia  glove  upon  ibe  flvoc  Ar 
any  to  take  up,  who  would  venture  to  qocatMB 
my  loyalty.  Barbara,  thou  hart  chown  wdU 
and  Selby  ahall  be  to  mv  a  brother — kj — in  In** 
aa  vdl  as  law.  But  thou  must  go — nsyi  m* 
another  mmute.  Banish  that  fieaifiil  look.  Ammf 
then  in  thy  brightest  smiles — and  t^  Af  Ima- 
band  that  in  the  court  of  England'a  king  iAten 
is  no  beauty  can  match  '  the  Border  Bowv/  "~  ■ 
*'  Oh — thou  vouldst  coax  me  by  { 
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I  need  asastance,  was  not  my  ikther's  ball  neater 
than  this  of  Selby  ?  Did  I  need  allies,  ia  there  ■ 
Maxwdl  in  the  B(»der  that  would  bold  back  to 
^bt  me ;  ay,  even  were  it  only  to  be  effected  by 
the  sword  P  Had  I  sought  Caerlaverock,  my 
enemies  would  whisper,  that  the  pown  of  the 
&ther  had  screened  the  offending  of  the  son; 
IKd  i  permit  thy  husband  to  know  that  I  was 
returned,  and  his  kindred  espouse  my  quarrel, 
would  it  not  be  said  that  the  loyalty  of  the  bouse 
of  Selby  had  saved  the  master  of  Nithsdale  Ixom 
the  consequences  of  his  treason?  No — let  two 
days  pass.  My  trusty  friends  will  answer  my 
call.  I  will  burst  upon  my  enemies  unawares ; 
and  ere  they  dream  that  I  have  ventured  on  the 
sea,  I  wilt  knock  at  the  palace-gate,  proclaim  the 
tnutor  has  returned,  and  were  the  slanderer  proud 
Buckingham  himself,  if  hand  and  rapier  fail  not, 
wash  off  the  stain  upon  my  honour  in  the 
blood  of  him  who  coupled  treason  with  the  name 
of  Ralph  of  Nithsdale." 
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**  And  must  1  leave  thee  in  this  >(ditade»  uul 
thy  spirit  chafed  thus  ?  " 

*'  Ob  —go,  my  sister.  Farewell  till  iiKiniiag"r^ 
and  with  a  playful  effort  he  led  the  &iz  ona  to 
the  door,  bade  her  a  kind  adieu,  and  next  mio- 
ment  was  the  lonely  occupant  of  the  oratorjr,  and 
left  to  his  meditations  for  the  night 

Wlien  Barbara  returned  to  her  cfaanbeT^  Ik 
viut  of  her  lord  was  announced.  Awan  hmr 
stiange  her  absence  must  have  afiptartdf-tht 
despatched  Gillian  to  seek  him.     George  8allf)r 
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-  *'  Cone  ID,  love,'*^~Te8pcntded  a  vrnce  th'it  otKe 
thrilled  upon  hia  heart  like  music.  There  stwM 
Barban ;  recent  excitement  had'  added  to  her 
chcrms— the  flushing  cheek — the  sparkling  e^ 
— ^h  I  she  had  never  looked  so  beautilul !  ^ 
'*  George,"  she  said,  "  I  fear  my  absence  hlk 
displeaaed  thee;  yet,  trust  me,  love,  I  did  not 
B>e«n  mtenti<mal  offence.  I  Have  been  ill  and 
Bcwone.  Some  of  these  days  I  will  conftss  .^t 
CMis^  and  vhen  known,  I  feel  it  will  be  par- 
daned.  '  Am  I  foi^ven,  love  ?  You  once  said^ 
wbeo  lovers  quarrelled,  a  kiss  should  seal  thor 
MMSciliation," — and  she  held  her  rosy  lips  to 
Us.  "  What  makes  you  so  sad,  George  ?  Have 
I  not  owned  my  fault;  and  is  it  not  my  first 
flffendiag  V 

"Ob,  Barbara,"  he  replied,  in  a  vmce  so  me- 
lancholy, that  the  sunken  tone  almost  made  thfe 
Ixide  shudder.  '*  Would  that  woman^s  love  were 
less  maddening,  but  more  enduring  ?" 

"  What  mean  you  ?" — and  she  coloured  to  the 
forehead.    "  Thy  words  imply  a  doubt  on  mine." 

VOL.  III.  D 
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A  deep  sigh  -wna  the  only  response ;  while 
Barbara's  ejes  lightened. 

'<  And  is  mine  already  questioned  ?"  Ac  said, 
•ith  more  than  customary  wsnnth.  "  MTut, 
Geurgt-.  was  then  this  suit  so  caaly  von — my 
plight  of  loTc  so  lightly  given — ttut  •  doubt  is 
cast  upon  its  permanence  f  ' 

Piqued  at  the  inanuatiuu  her  liusfosod's  words 
conveyed,  ^hc  disengaged  her  hand  from  his,  and 
turning  her  head  away,  tears  rolled  tlown  her 
cheeta.  Tn  see  that  loved  one  weep — to  vtwk 
the  Hush  of  indignation,  that  even  a  gu^ictOB  of 
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baorm,  ^  die  fakie  of  beapna^s  own  tint,"  hemmg 
nore  bnlliaBtly  than  ^vet  V* 

GtoTge  Sdby  ^«Dced  over  the  spaikliag 
thrtMg ;  be  wished  tfaait  his  kmsman,  mho  had  flo 
recently  heard  the  confession  of  his  uneasiness^ 
should  aee  now  that  auflpkion  was  thrown  to  the 
winds,  and  that  he  was  once  more  happy.  But 
Wyndham  was  nowhere  in  the  room ;  and  on  in- 
quiry, his  cousin  learned  that  since  thar  interriewr 
in  the  corridor,  he  had  not  returned  to  the  dance. 
Astonished  at  his  friend's  continued  absence,  Selby 
despatched  a  servant  to  seek  him  in  his  own 
diamber.  The  room  was  untenanted — ^the  casde 
was  searched  in  vain — ^but  Harry  Wyndham  was 
nowhere  to  be  found. 

An  hour  passed — a  domestic  whispered  some- 
thing to  the  bridegroom.  Promptly  the  latter 
left  the  hall — the  dance  proceeded — and  the  kins- 
men remained  absent. 

When  he  parted  firom  his  unhappy  cousin, 
Wyndham  was  retuisiing  to  the  company  he  had 

d2 
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qnitted,  when  he  suddenly  encoiutend  Heritert 
the  &Iconer,  in  the  pusage.  To  an  inqnny  of 
what  brought  the  old  nuui  to  such  «n  """"^i 
place,  and  at  such  a  time,  he  replied  it  waa  to 
find  out  his  young  lord. 

"  You  canoot  see  him,  Herbert.  He  ia  parti- 
cularly occupied.  Are  there  not  fitter  tunes  to 
apeak  about  thy  wood  craft,  old  boy,.tluo  when 
thy  master  is  engaged  as  he  is  thia  evetwgif  . 

"Woodcraft!"  exclaimed  the  falconer.  .'<I>aal 
thou  think  me  mad,  Master  Wyndham,  or  fii^^ 
that  hawk  or  hound  would  bring  me  to  iag  pre- 
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Wyndbam  procured  a  lamp,  and  Herbert  fbJ* 
lowed  him.  They  entered  the  youth's  apartment' 
and  closed  the  door  carefally. 

"  Now  for  thy  tidings,  Herbert,  and  cut  the 
story  short,  or  my  absence  may  be  noticed  by  my 
unde,  and  chafe  his  temper." 

"  I  have  seen  a  ghost,"  said  the  falconer. 

"  Pish — what  folly,  old  man.  My  kinsman 
would  not  have  thanked  thee  much  to  have  called 
him  from  his  guests,  and  given  him  such  intel- 
ligence." 

"  You  may  smile,  Master  Wyndbam,  but  I 
saw  it  pliun  as  I  see  you;  and  aflerwarda  ob- 
served its  shadow  on  the  wall." 

"  Ghosts  leave  no  shadows,  master  falconer. 
Hast  thou  not  been  too  familiar  with  the  ale-butt? 
Come,  Herbert,  keep  thy  spectre  for  to-morrow, 
and  to  bed'  I'll  to  the  hall,"^and  be  raised  the 
lamp,  and  moved  towards  the  door. 

"  Stay— for  God's  sake !  listen  but  a  momenL 
I  am  not  drunk  or  doting.  The  t^e  will  eurpriee 
you.'" 
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•'  Well,  be  brief,  Herberl.  Know  ye  not  what 
dUcourtesj  it  is  to  Icsve  mv  uncle's  festival  ?" 

"  My  tale  shall  be  a  short  one,  Master  Hal- 
I  WMi  rrtuming  from  the  htilc  copse,  whcrr  I 
hxd  harboured  an  outlying  stag  for  our  ehane  to- 
morrow; and  my  nearest  path,  you  Itnow,  Uy 
thriiugli  the  ancient  plea snre-p-oi aids.  I  entcfed 
th*-  sUrubbery,  and  when  I  turned  the  angle  of  the 
building,  saw  a  light  beaming  from  t)ie  vindow 
of  the  old  oratory,  which  the  Lady  Margnrtt 
occupied  some  lifty  years  ago,  and  which,  as  I 
have  lieacd,  the  Master's  bride  uses  for  her  acts 
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"  Pshaw,  Herbert,  it  vas  onlj-  the  Ladj  Bu- 
Iwn,  or  Gillno  ber  xund  When  vas  it^  M. 
lum,  that  this  occamd?" 

"  Not  five  minutes  since.  Had  proof  beta 
wanting  that  my  sight  had  not  dec^red  me,  • 
shadow  of  a  man,  as  it  were  ia  the  act  of  fenciilg, 
feO  on  the  tower  wall.  I  looked  some  miniitw 
longer;  the  shadow  disappeared,  but  the  ^^ttf 
when  I  left  the  tower,  continued  bumii^  stea' 
dilj." 

*'  Good  Herbert,  is  this  no  coinage  of  the 
brain — no  trickery  ol  rision  ?" 

*'  None,  by  the  God  of  heaven  !  It  struck  me 
to  be  so  strange,  that  I  could  not  rest  until  I 
apprized  the  Master  of  the  circumstance." 

**  Better,  Herbert,  have  told  it  as  you  have 
to  me.  A  man — a  light ;  it  must  be  looked  to. 
Go — I  will  j<un  thee  at  the  soathem  tower.  Keep 
thy  counsel,  Herbert." 

"  Fear  me  not.  Master  Wyndham.  I  am  ne 
tale-maker." 

"  Well,"  Bud  the  youth,  "  if  this  tale  be  true» 


I  csnnot  fatliom  voman.  No,  no— it's  iinpo*- 
sible.  The  fame  of  Barbara  Maxwell  was  never 
tainted  by  a  breath  of  suspicioti.  'TU  a  mistake ; 
but  duty  to  my  kinsman  demands  that  I  fihould 
dfar  the  mystery  away." 

He  said— threw  a  cloak  round  him — belted  on 
his  ^wo'rd.  and  in  a  few  minutes  joined  the 
falconer  at  tlic  appointed  ]ilacc. 

"  The  light  bums  steadily,"  eaid  the  old  re- 
tainer; "  and  not  a  minute  since,  a  form  too  fall 
for  vroman's  croesed  the  casement." 

"  Herbert,  v,c  will  soon  put  thy  story  to  the 
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ttgna  bome  on  the  wiotry  bUat,  and  tfaar  cheer- 
less vigil  formed  s  sad  contrast  to  the  meiriment 
that  reigned  within  the  building. 

"  Herbert,  thy  eyes  have  for  once  deceived 
thee,"  eaid  Wyndham  to  his  old  companioB. 
"  The  lady  has  left  her  taper  burning ;  that  was 
the  Ught,  and  herself,  most  likely,  the  form  that 
crossed  thy  vision.  The  snow-drift  blinded  thee 
on  thy  return  from  the  thicket.  Keep  close 
coimsel.  Trust  me,  old  fnend,'  none  save  the 
lady  and  her  maid  enter  that  lonely  chamber, 
fVom  which  the  light  is  glandi^." 

"  No,"  returned  the  falconer — '*  no.  Master 
Hal,  I  am  not  astray.  There  is  not  among  the 
youngest  retainers  in  Selby  Hall  an  eye  that 
tracks  a  slot,  or  drives  a  cioas-bolt  truer.  Sainta 
of  beaven  !  is  not  that  the  shadow  of  a  man  ?" 

Clear  and  disUnct  a  figure  was  traced  on  the 
lighted  space,  which  the  lamp  within  the  case- 
ment of  the  Udy's  oratory  had  thrown  upon  the 
tower  opponte ! 

"  Hush,  and  asnst  me  to  climb  the  fretwoi^  of 
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the  window,"  said  the  youth,  m  a  low  whisper  to 
his  attf^nduDt ;  aud  uubeUiDg  Iu&  swotd  and  fling- 
ing off  his  cloak,  Harry  Wjrndham  monntrd  eanly 
with  Herbert's  assistsnce,  and  placed  himsielf 
before  the  framing  of  the  lattice. 

The  i^ight  he  iritnessed  appeared  rather  the 
delufiion  of  a  dream,  than  any  thing  of  reality. 
Holy  sainta  !  In  the  private  chamber  of  the 
high-lmrn  dame — the  piaee  t^aered  even  bora  th« 
visit  of  a  hnsband — a  young  and  handsnine  caTs> 
lier  was  calmly  seated,  and  the  dilation  of 
every  thing  about,  told  that  the  chamber  hatl 
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in  aB  beaidn  he  was  most  canfiittjr  attcs^d 

to, 

Ai  the  light  fell  directl;f  OB  kk  fiux,  WysdDiun 
could  maA  it  ■ccmateljr.  A  noUer  roantenaBce 
was  nevei  painted  by  an  artnt.  The  pcMe  of 
thfl  imluwnm  wm.  itrictly  Greciao,  while  eoil- 
bUck  hair,  a  thin  moustache,  a  high  and  anhir 
foreheady  eyes  sparidiiig  with  inteliigCDce  and 
shaded  by  arched  brows,  coiapieted  a  iace  -am 
roanly  aa  it  was  handsome.  Suddenly  the  straBf^ 
pushed  away  the  book,  asd  riiiag  from  lus  duwr, 
strode  once  or  twice  acrass  the  chamber.  H» 
figure  was  tall,  dight,  aad  elegant ;  mad  hia 
diess — in  those  days  no  tnfiing  iodieation  of  tkw 
wearer's  rank — was  rich  enough  for  any  ead  n 
Britun.  Atta  a  turn  or  two  he  resumed  hia 
seat,  replenished  the  goblet  that  stood  beftm 
him,  and  then  quietly  resumed  the  book  he  had 
for  the  tine  lud  aside. 

Wyndhom  had  seen  enough.  So&Iy  he  de- 
scended from  the  window,  and  with  the  riliiiiiii 
re&cd  to  »  abort  distance. 
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"  Hast  tlioii  seen  auglil  strange,' M>u*e'  Hal  *" 
ioquired  tlie  retaincT. 

*'  I  have  Been,  Herbert,  that  which,  liadst  lliou 
sworn  it,  I  would  not  have  j^ven  credence  to." 

"  Was  it  a  living  thing  tliat  haunts  that  de- 
serted chamber?"  intiuired  the  old  man  euspi- 
dously. 

*'  It  was  a  sorry  sight  to  witness,  and  one  that 
must  be  concealed  even  from  thee,  Herbert. 
Thon  art  faithful.  Watch,  ae  thou  lovcst  thy 
yonng  lord,  that  casement  until  I  return  to  thcc. 
I  will  not  he  long  absent," 
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the  serrant  directed  him  to  the  libraty;  and 
great  was  his  astoniahment  vhen  he  found  the 
room  well  lighted,  and  aeveral  of  hie  more  imme- 
diate relatives  assembled  at  the  summons  of  hit 
kinsman.  A  gloomy  and  death-like  silence  en- 
sued upon  his  entrance;  and  his  surprise  was 
still  more  increased,  when  his  father,  in  de^ 
emotion,  came  mto  the  apartment  leaning  on 
Harry  Wyndham's  arm.  A  creeping  thrill  <^ 
horror — an  undefined  feeling  that  some  dreadfUl 
event  was  at  hand — a  terror  that  something 
calamitous  would  presently  ensue,  shook  George's 
nerves,  and  seemed  to  chill  his  life>blood,  while, 
with  a  convulsive  effort  to  know  the  worst,  he 
broke  the  fearful  silence  which  all  observed. 

"  Noble  sir,  friends  and  kinsmen,  in  God's 
name,  what  means  this  strange  and  ill-omeoed 
meeting?    Speak — in  mercy,  speak  1" 

"  George,"  replied  the  baron,  "  thou  liast  ev« 
beeu  a  good  and  duteous  son.  Wilt  thou  for 
filial  love,  and  in  honour  of  these  gray  hairs, 
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Usion  to   thy  talhrr's  counsel  and   ' 
abi^  by  his  advice  r" 

"  My  ni>blc  father,  wliat  is  that  irapcntlit  over 


vm:'     WliHt    intslbrliinc    lias    befallen  i* 


if 


you 


irould  not  break  my  lirarl,  spcsi  out — tdl  i 
the  vont.  Am  I  nut  a  man  ?  Have  I  not  na 
to  bear  adverfflty?" 

"  Y«s,  my  BOD.     Coiirj^c  was  ocrer  wa 
to  a  Selby — but  coolncas  often." 

"  I  will  be  calm,  father.     Speak,  if  you  would 
not  Vill  ma." 

"  George/'  said  tlie  b.tron,  in  a  brolcea  ui'mj. 
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words  i^peared  to  chodc  him  —  ^Barbara  is 
false!" 

<'  Fabe !"  cried  young  Sdby.  ''  What  lying 
tongue  dared  couple  fidsehood  and  Barbara  f^ 

^  Oalm  thee,  my  boy.  There  is,  alas !  proo£— 
damning  proof — within  these  very  walls  i*' 

^^  Oh  Qod !  and  are  my  worst  suspicions  true? 
and  could  that  image  of  an  angel  be  the  wretched 
thing  you  call  her?" 

*^  Were  the  person  with  whom  she  had  of&nded 
placed  within  your  power — '* 

**  Ha !  Dost  thou^  my  noble  father,  adc  a 
Selby  what  vengeance  he  would  exact  from  ihe 
man  who  had  dishonoured  him  ?  Blood !  fadier, 
blood ! — an  ocean,  if  it  flowed  within  his  veins, 
would  be  all  too  little  to  wash  my  shame  away  I" 

« 

A  murmur  of  approbation  £Ued  the  loonu 
<^  I  cannot,  will  not  blame  thee,  George;  hot 
he  that  has  thus  injured  thee,  must,  if  noble, 
have  fair  play.      Vengeance,  but  not  murder, 
becomes  the  hand  of  a  Sdby.^ 
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«  But  where  is  the  viUaia?  I<  ba  JB.Uw 
house?    Ib  he  smong  the  compuyp"  ..-..^• 

"  Patience,  my  son — patience.  Hunk  ye  ttuit 
I  would  rob  thee  of  thy  just  rerenga?  Ng^ 
George.  Old  as  this  arm  is,  wexe  time  want 
other  to  avenge  the  injury,  mine  abould  at.  least 
attempt  it." 

"  Barbara  — once  idolized  Baiban — a  abort 
month  «ncc  had  a  saint  taxed  thee  with  luibQii|i|-. 
ing  an  unholy  thought,  I  would  have  MidJif, 
slandered  thee  !^  exclaimed  George  Selbjri.JMi^' 
overcome  with  grief,  the  unhappy  youth  Ifanad 
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to  perform— justice  first,  my  8<m,  and  Tengeance 
afterwards.  Thou  knowest  the  temper  of  the 
times,  and  that  thy  erring  wife  is  of  a  fiuth 
opposed  to  our  profiessicm.  If  we  act  unadvisedly, 
the  Romish  party  will  not  scruple  to  assert,  that 
we  have  wrongfully  accused  her  of  falsehood  to 
thy  bed,  only  to  work  her  ruin — and  the  penalty 
of  crime  will  be  imputed  to  our  hatred  of  her 
religion.  Hast  thou  courage  to  witness  the  dis- 
closure of  her  shame,  and  remun  here,  while  to 
her  own  ftce  we  establish  her  dishonesty  ?^ 

*'  Yes,  my  fiither ;  but  the  exposure  of  her 
gmit  most  not  be  before  any  save  our  own  kins- 
men. Barbara,  though  thou  hast  withered  my 
young  heart,  and  humbled  my  pride  to  the  very 
earth,  I  will  not  have  thy  fSdl  exhibited  to  those 
who  are  even  now  gazing  on  thy  beauties,  and 
fancying  thee  too  pure  and  glorious  fcnr  this  sinful 
worid." 

**  Thou  art  right,  my  po(»r  boy.      Here  her 
oflfending  shall  be  proved — and  here  the 
scene  shall  end." 

VOL.  III.  B 
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"And  here,"  munnured  the unfiirtanBle  joatb, 
*•  shall  I  take  the  last  look  of  thtt  &ee,  vUdi 
earthly  beauty  never  equalled." 

"Go,  Hal," — sudthe  baron— "assumes  look 
of  indifference  if  thou  canst,  and  without  cmueh^ 
obserratian,  lead  the  Lady  Barbara  bither.  It 
Herbert  outside  ?" 

"  He  is,  my  lord,"  replied  one  of  the  Selbys. 

"  Let  him  remain  till  we  require  bim  bcFe."- 

A  period  of  five  minutes  elapsed,  while  tlie  M 
baron  endeavoured  to  confirm  the  fortitude  «f 
his  son,  and  enable  him  to  support  the  paioM 
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^c  I  crave  your  pardon,  my  lord.  I  have  mis- 
taken Master  Wyndham — and  been,  without  de- 
sign, an  intruder  on  these  gentlemen." 

"  Would  that  it  were  so,  lady.  You  have  been 
sent  for  here,  and  I  have  been  called  on  to 
disclose  as  sad  a  tale  as  ever  passed  a  father*8 
Lps.'' 

"  My  lord !" — and  the  blood  mounted  to  her 
cheeks. 

^<  Yes — 'tis  a  trying  visitation.  I  speak  not 
o£my  own  withered  hopes,  when  I  see  the  wrecked 
happiness  of  my  only  child,  just  as  he  had  started 
on  his  earthly  career,  with  as  brilliant  prospects 
as  ever  opened  upon  any." 

*'  My  lord — what  means  all  this  ?  My  hus* 
band  8  silence — the  unusual  presence  of  these 
gentlemen  .'*" 

''  It  means,  lady — that  thou  hast  sullied  thy 
own  fair  fame,  and  rendered  him  who  confided  in 
thee,  wretched,  miserable,  and  dishonoured."" 

Pale  and  red  by  turns,  Barbara  Maxwell  was 

silent  for  a  moment ;  but  suddenly,  and  as  if  a 

e2 
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■■V  impuUe  stren^ened  bcr,  dM 
Map  or  two,  tad  boldlj  addrcned  th»  hm&  : . . 
«  Never,  Lord  of  Sdbjr,  did  I  6mef  tfat  As 
i^  mMild  come  when  Buch  a  dmga  u  tiloa 
htst  made,  due  be  nttered  in  llie  hearing  tt  s 
bwband.  Go  on — and  let  me  know  lb«  cbm> 
by  which  Barbara  Maxwell  has  stained  her  nfm- 


Those  near  Geo^  Selby  observed  a 
ing  of  the  whole  frame,  while  hia 
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ike  pkce  he  had  redined  apon,  and  bmtiiig 
past  his  tioamakf  ezohdmed  in  m  voioe^f  thnDder, 
<'  Ha !    In  die  cnratory.      Heawn,  I  thank 
thee  !'•— and  catching  1]^  a  sword,  he  thvewM 
these  who  ivinly  attempted  to  restrain  him. 
hand  was  abeadjr  on  tiie  door,  when  Barib«n. 
niAed  forward  and  seized  him  by  the  arm. 

«  Off !"— he  cried.  «  Off— lest  I  harm  thee  f 
Bad  as  thon  art,  I  would  not  willingly  injvre  a 
hair  of  ihine.^ 

But  fearless  and  undismayed,  Barbara  hdd  Ua 
arm. 

**  Sin — gentlemen — hear  me,  and  ^t3j  tat  a 
moment.  I  am  stnange  to  yon  all.  I  am  « 
woman ;  and,  at  least  by  men,  that  plea  should 
be  admitted.  Once — ^bad  any  told  me  an  appeal 
to  anoth^  would  be  required,  1  would  have  smd 
he  spoke  a  fiEiIsehood.  Whatwouldst  thou?  I 
own  at  once  that  there  is  a  knight  whecs  none 
has  been  before.  I  have  but  one  boon  to  ask — 
let  him  be  brought  hither— and  kt  the  gu9ty  be 
oonfionted?'' 
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**  Lady,  I  can  rtfuse  jou  itotliuig,"<*^n 
Geoi^  Selby,  in  a  tone  almost  inandibla.' 

"  Wilt  thou,  Master  Wyndham,  do  iae«  midl 
IdndnesB,  and  summon  my  attendant  bither?"  ' 

Tbe  youth  bowed,  left  the  chamber,  and  jn- 
sently  returned  with  GiUian.  All  seemed  amased, 
and  marvelled  what  the  result  of  this  atnmge 
seene  would  be. 

Calm  aB  if  she  was  merely  dcspatcbing  bar 
tirewoman  on  some  ordinary  message,  the  Border 
flower  pulled  forth  a  key,  and  drew  a  jewd  from 
her  finger. 
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seoned  bewildered,  and  the  dead  silence  was  for 
some  minutes  unbrolcen.  A  quick  etep  was  heard 
along  the  corridor — the  door  flew  open — •»  tall 
and  noble  youth  entered  the  chamber,  and  a^ 
vancing  to  the  bride,  demanded  haughtily  to  know 
"  who  had  daied  to  offer  her  offence  P  " 

"  Ralph  !* — cried  the  lady  of  young  Sdby— 
but  ere  she  could  aay  more,  her  husband  started 
as  if  an  adder  stung  him,  and  half  unsheathing 
his  sword,  exdumed, 

"  The  very  name  she  murmured  in  her  sleep '." 

Wyndham  seized  his  arm,  and  the  boron  whis- 
pered, 

*' Peace,  my  son — peace,  an'  thou  lovest 
me." 

The  young  stranger  threw  a  bold  glance  round 
the  room,  and  taking  the  lady's  hand,  continued, 

"  Barbara — for  what  purpose  am  I  required? 
I  could  only  gather  firom  your  tirewoman,  that 
some  one  had  shown  you  a  discourtesy — what 
means  this  mystery — and  why  are  these  gentle- 
men collected  ?    Doubtless  thy  gallant  husband 
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ii  not  here,  or  a  slight  offered  ta  his  &ir  doM^ 
would  not  require  ft  brother's  «nn  to  redxen  it  f" 

"Brother!^  ezclsimed  sereai  Toioa^  wUk 
George  Selby  dropped  his  taper  ob  titt  floor — 
Barbara  dni^  to  the  Gtraiiget''s  aim  wad  4e 
baron  in  amazement  advanced  to  die  mkiwwn, 
and  inquired  his  name  and  title. 

"  A  name,"  replied  the  youth  haogfatily-,  **  I 
need  not  be  ashamed  to  ovn;  akboogh  enme 
villains  availed  them  of  my  absenoe,  Mid  hnawled 

ritb  treasoD.     I  am  Ralph  Maiwell  of  Cai 
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lliMcr  af  29itliidmle  «cBlinied— "Wilt  linn 
twfUoi  4n  mjukrjt  Badnsft;  and  u  yonder 
gentlcMin  jair  lord?" 

"Ha  KKU,  B«^;  nod,  btd  I  bdieved  him, 
■BC  who  would  have  cat  tbe  throat  of  any  knave 
who  would  have  vhiepered  aught  against  my 
loyalty.  But  circumatances  have  changed — mj 
£aae  is  ■'■1l'■■^ — and  even  my  fidf^ty  to  his  bed 
ja  more  than  questionable.  On  these  grave 
chargeB,  an  I  aznugned  before  this  noble  loctl 
and  these  good  gentlemen,  I  sent  for  thee  to 
witness  the  proofs  of  the  delinquency,  which  haa 
severed  the  holy  bond  that  bound  me  at  the  altar 
to  George  Selby,  and  sends  me  back  with  tbee, 
my  brother,  to  my  father^s  hall,  a  fallen  star — 
detected*  disgraced,  and  repudiated." 

A  momentary  silence  was  broken  by  the  lU- 
happy  husband. 

*  Lady — 'tis  but  an  idle  attempt  fw  me  to  try 
and  deprecate  your  boneat  indignation.  I  have 
lost  yen.  Yon  will,  no  donbt,  return  with  yoor 
noUe  brother,  md  I  leave  £iq;Icad  for  ever. 


58  BARBARA   MAXWELL. 

When  I  am  gone — when  the  last  token  comes  to 
thee,  Barbara,  from  my  dying  hand — then  fotjpvK 
my  mndncss ;  and  give  a  tear  to  the  memory  of 
him  who  committed  one  offence,  and  expiated  his 
insanity  by  a  short  and  suffering  existence.  Wilt 
thou  not  bid  me  farewell — one  brief— one  last 
farewell  ?" 

The  deep,  the  agonizing  melancholy  of  George 
Selhy's  I-)ok  and  voice— the  emotion  of  the  old 
baron,  as  tears  ran  down  his  furrowed  cheeks — 
while  their  stout  kinsmen  bent  their  sorrowful  facea 
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by  different  creeds,  I  laughed  at  the  whisperings 
of  those  who  vould  have  insinaated  a  doubt  of 
oui  being  h^ipy.  That  I  loved  you  aa  a  wife 
should  love,  my  heart  beat  knows.  I  would  have 
followed  thee  through  weal  and  woe — had  malice 
tarnished  your  escutcheon,  I  would  have  descend- 
ed with  you  to  obscurity,  and  a  murmur  would 
not  have  escaped  my  lips — had  poverty  befallen 
us,  the  cotU^  would  have  been  to  me  as  w^- 
come  as  the  hall — had  sickness  stricken  you,  who 
would  have  found  me  absent  from  your  couch  ? 
Well — let  this  pass.  You  ask  me  to  say  farewell." 
— A  deep  and  painful  pause  succeeded,  and  every 
heart  beat  faster.  "  Lord  Nithsdale's  daughter 
has  no  for^vencss  for  a  slight  upon  her  con- 
stancy— but  George  Selby's  wife  thus  punishes 
the  doubtings  of  her  husband — " 

Ere  the  last  words  were  uttered,  Barbara  was 
weeping  in  her  lover's  arms.  A  burst  of  admira- 
tion came  from  every  lip;  while  the  old  baron, 
as  he  wiped  away  a  tear,  caught  her  from  hb 
son's  embrace  to  clasp  her  in  his  own. 
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"  Now,  by  St,  George ! "  be  i 
thought  myself  the  proudest  &tlier  ia  1 
but  I  knew  not  till  this  night  dy  waA,  n^ 
fiweet  Barbara  !  Go,  my  loved  duUroi ;  ««r 
absence  will  else  create  surpiiw.  Go— joia  dw 
company,  and  I  will  preseut  thy  gtDiiit  bnAmt 
to  onr  kinsmen,  Barbara.  Whit — bo — wise 
here,  knaves.  Pick  tbec,  my  dngbter,  the 
fairest  out,  and  the  Master  o£  Nitfaidale  ihall 
claim  his  partner  presently.^ 

When  Sclby  anil  his  happy  wife  had  left  Ac 
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mtet,  imJai  I  had  deucd  the  skndei  fiom  nj 

*-  And  in  doiiig  it,"  replied  the  old  bnvB, 
**  when  cmildat  iboa  find  any  who  would  stand 
to  tbec  suxe  troly  th«D  my  kindred  aiid  myself  P" 
When  the  base  lie  was  named,  we  dcared  Aj 
&me,  and  offered  the  Sdl)y's  swoid  to  m«int«iii 
the  loyal^  of  the  Muter  of  Nithsdak." 

"  That,  my  good  lord,  I  know ;  and  that  has 
bound  me  to  my  gallant  brother.  Bat,  noble 
Sdbf,  I  will  Bsaert  mme  innocence  where  it  waa 
maligned ;  and  &ora  James  himself  demand  to 
be  eaa&onted  with  my  accuser." 

'^Tcsb,  noble  Master,"  said  one  of  the  Selbys. 
**  Thou  nuyest  ^pare  thy  journey,  and  spare  thy 
boneSk.  Befon  the  Prodanation  waa  two  d^ 
•Id,  the  kmTe  iriio  gare  the  infismsdon  had  loat 
his  ean  for  perjury.  Thou  and  some  othna 
whm  he  dewmnccd,  made  his  story  to  incre- 
diUe,  that  the  talc  waa  nftcd  and  fixmd  ialse; 
md  to  «raid  the  rack  he  mamted  Ae  {nllaey. 
£•  stooBg  was  men's  iadigofttMa^  and  ao  harddy 
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was  the  poor  wretch  used,  that  he  survived  fak 
exposure  barely  time  sufficient  to  make  a  fiiller 
confession  of  his  villany," 

"  And  was  the  information  of  Buch  «  slave 
deemed  enough  to  warrant  this  insult  to  the 
house  of  Maxwell?" 

"  Ahis  !  my  dear  boy,  thou  canst  not  even 
funcy  the  consternation  wliich  that  abominable 
plot  occasioned.  Men  looked  on  their  neigh- 
bours with  suspicion  ;  scoundrels  profited  fay  the 
■  the  general  aptirehciiBJ 
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levelry  sustained,  and  day  broke  ere  the  last  of 
the  guests  had  crossed  the  drawbridge. 

"  George,"  sud  the  beautiful  bride,  as  she 
sate  upon  her  husband's  knee,  and  twined  his 
dark  ringlets  round  her  snow  white  fingen. 
"  My  heart  tells  me  that  I  have  been  wanting 
in  my  duty  to  thee.  When  Gillian  told  mc  that 
my  brother,  after  four  years  absence,  had  arrived, 
I  was  so  overjoyed  to  see  him,  that  I  acceded 
thoughtlessly  to  all  he  asked.  Even  his  secret 
should  not  have  been  concealed  from  ^ou.  Some 
other  wanderer  may  come  and  scare  thy  &1- 
coner  s  wits  ouL  I  need  no  better  rerircment  to 
offer  my  devotions  in,  than  that  which  mine  own 
closet  affords.  Let  then,  my  love,  that  distant 
oratory  be  locked  as  it  was  before  I  come  to 
Selby  Place." 

What  the  reply  was  is  not  recorded i  but  ere 
a  second  twclvemontli  passed  away,  **  the  Border 
flower"  knelt  at  the  same  altar  with  ber  bus- 
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band ;  and  Barbara  Muwdl  was  tlte  first  of  tlwt 

ancient  name  that  conformed  to  tlie  tenets  of  the 
reformers,  and  renounced  tbc  doctrines  of  the 
church  of  Rome. 

LIFE  IN  THE  MOUNTAINS. 


The  time  I've  lost  in  wooing. 
In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  light  that  lies 

In  woman's  eyes, 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 


CHAPTER  II. 


LIFE  IN  THE  MOUNTAINS. 


"  Why  then,  upon  my  conscience !"  ejaculated 
Major  O'Shaughneeey,  who  had  deptessed  his 
person  to  accommodate  himself  to  the  height  of 
the  door,  and  dropped  in  as  the  legend  of  the 
departed  soldier  had  ended.  "  You  are  well 
employed  in  rending  romances,  while  wiser  men 
are  settling  their  traps  for  a  march.  Because 
you  have  got  a  decent  habitation.of  your  own,  I 
suppose  you  imagine  we  shall  spend  our  Christ- 
mas in  the  Pyrenees." 

"  I  suspect,  Terence,"  replied  O'Connor,  «  our 

tenure  is  nearly  tt  an   end,  and  our  wooden 

f2 
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dwelling-place  will  afford  slieltOT,  ere  long,  to 
80nie  of  the  brigades  in  the  rear." 

"  You  may  swear  it,"  returned  O'Sliaf^b- 
oessy,  "  We  have  been  too  long  looking  tbe 
enemy  in  tbe  face,  and  far  too  neighbourly,  for 
things  to  continue  so.  At  the  bridge  yonder, 
the  sentries  go  on  and  off  duty  with  a  bow,  and 
the  officers  exchange  fnulTaad  compliments." 

"  Well,  surely  this  is  better,  Terence,  ihnn  the 
exterminatory   eystem   that  our  allies   and    ihe 
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M  c£inb  ibe  stoqi  nd  n^ged  path  -w'tA  Mb- 

cidty. 

•*  Think  you,  fiiaid  O'Connor,  Aat  Uw  cm»> 
mander  win  pennit  the  bdow  to  otteh  him  hoc, 
when  the  supplies  must  depend  npon  a  Mtit^  «F 
peasants  tike  these  to  transprnt  then !  No,  bo — 
we  ^all  soon  adTasce ;  and  it  is  vhisperod  tint 
fords  across  the  river  have  been  discovened  if 
the  Spanish  fishermen,  and  that  tbey  have  hcea 
sounding  the  bottom,  wUle  the  FrencJi  sen- 
tries bdieved  th^  were  only  lo<^ng  fer  floBD> 
ders." 

"  Weli,  the  EOMier  we're  off  the  better,"  re- 
plied  O'Connor.  "  I  am  anxious  to  fiad  tnycctf 
in  '  Beautiful  Prance;'  and  much  as  wur  present 
residence  has  been  admired,  it  would  be  radier 
too  airy  an  abode  when  the  snows  cmne  dom. 
You  dine  with  ua  no  doabt?" 

"  You  never  made  a  shrewder  guess,  Ned. 
The  flavour  exhaled  &om  your  camp-kettle  as  I 
passed  it,  removed  every  ol^ection.  Our  larder 
at  borne  is  not  ^tensively  provisioned ;  there  is 
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DOtbing  there  that  I  can  sec  but  a  goat  hting  up, 
whicb  seems  to  have  died  of  n  consumption ;  and 
&am  its  lank  look,  as  it  dangles  from  a  jx^gi  t 
have  my  doubts  after  all  that  it  is  only  a  French- 
man's knapsack." 

£  inner  ended,  and  more  than  one  bottle  nas 
emptied.  A  Guballem  reminded  O'Shaughne&sy 
that  the  sequel  of  his  amatory  adrcntures  re- 
mained untold. 

"  I  can't  venture  yet.  It  is  too  early  in  tlic 
evening  to  recal  these  melancholy  rccoUectiona." 
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my  confessioas,  I  suppose.  I  have  suffered,  it 
is  true ;  but  I  fat^e  I  have  botne  my  dissppoint- 
ments  like  a  Christian  man  and  a  stout  soldier," 

After  some  entreaty,  s  long  deep  sigh,  and  a 
longer  and  deeper  draught  from  a  well-filled 
vineslun,  the  gallant  commander  thus  continued 
the  narratiTe  of  his  second  disappointment  in 
love. 


I 


CONFESSIONS    OF   A    GENTLEMAN    WHO 
WOULD  HAVE  MARRIED  IF  HE  COULD. 


There'!  tricks  i'  the  world. 


O  Heavens !  ii't  poiNble  a  young^maid's  wits 
Should  b«  as  mortal  w  ao  old  man's  life? 


Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  oM  play ; 
Jack  bath  not  JilL 

Lotb's  Lasoux  Lost. 


■ 


CHAPTER  III. 


CONFESSIONS    OF    A    GENTLEMAN    WHO 
WOULD  HAVE  MARRIED  IF  HE  COULD. 

BECOND  CONFESSION. 


Yon  may  readily  ima^oe  that  after  my  re- 
cent escapade,  1  vas  in  no  huny  to  recommence 
a  matrimonial  campaign.  Biddy  Maginn — the 
devil's  luclc  to  her — had  given  me  such  a  damper, 
that  for  six  months  I  would  hardly  look  at  an 
only  daughter  over  a  pev,  or  stare  in  at  the 
window  of  a  country  banker.  I  was  so  mortally 
afraid  of  women,  that  I  am  persuaded,  had  a 
priest  proposed  "  the  difference,"  I  should  have 
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embraced  Inm  and  lik  offer,  snd  takm  it  witli 
vows  of  celibacy.  But  it  was  otherwiso  sUoUed ; 
and  thougli  men  gcncnilly  escape  wilh  one  viait*- 
tion,  I  was  fated  to  undergo  a  couple. 

I  vas  garrisoned  in  Dublin.  Tlie  laugh  aguoat 
mc  had  nearly  ceased.  1  was  drilling  regularly 
in  the  Park,  a  well-conditioned  subaltern  as  need 
be,  and  as  the  song  says, 

"  Minding  Diy  business,  and  just  as  1  ought  to  bp," 

when  alas !   a  letter  from  an  old  crony  of  my 
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— ^fbr  Ubek  wm  m,  markmnm* — and  he  decided 
at  once  that  we  dioiild  try  our  luck;  fer,  aehe 
8ud,  "Lock's eT»y  thing!"  Accordutgty,  le«ra 
vaa  obtained — the  psymnter  made  as  adrancfr— 
and  Ulick  and  I  landed  safe  in  Bath,  determined 
to  **  take  fortune  at  tbe  bop." 

My  UAj  was  driighted  at  my  despatch,  when 
next  monitng  I  presented  myself  at  her  break&Bt> 
taUe.  I  shall  never  (otget  her.  She  was  fiiU 
five  feet  ei^t,  and  stiff  as  a  diill  sergeant. 
Thin  she  vas — far  Uliek  affirmed  upon  lus  con- 
science, "  there  was  not  flesh  enough  upon  her 
bones  to  bait  a  rat-trap."  Het  maid  was  sent 
sway — the  door  was  caie&Uy  secured — and  with 
a  grave  and  important  clearing  of  the  voice,  she 
thus  brt^e  the  ice  and  entered  on  psrticnlarg. 

*'  Terence,"  says  she,  "  it's  fiAeen  years  nnce 

*  Markimen.  In  Ireland,  genUemen  are  tlius  designated 
irho  neither  read  nor  write,  and  wfaoae  sign-manual  is  thus 
fiwnKd: 

his 

Ulick     ^    Flyn. 

mark. 
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I  ItuA  an  eye  upon  you — you  were  tlien  bot  a  gaa- 
soon;*  but  as  I  told  your  poor  dear  mother,  if 
tlio  Lord  spared  you,  you  might  grow  up  like 
your  undc  Mick ;  and  Mick  was  tbc  handsomest 
lad  ill  Loughrea,  when  I  married  my  lamcntecl 
huH^iand,  Sir  Daniel.  I  had  a  steady  regard  for 
your  mother;  she  held  good  cards,  played  a  safe 
game,  and  was  an  GXCcUent  woman — thoogh  she 
died  iifieen  guineas  in  my  debt,  and  your  father 
never  had  the  decency  to  answer  my  letter  when 
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answerable  for  my  father's  omiaaions  in  answnf 
iog  letters." 

"  God  forbid  you  should,  my  dear  boy  !  No, 
no.  I  have  sent  for  you,"— and  she  made  IC 
pause. 

'*  For  what  purpose,  madam  ?" 

"  To  make  your  fortune,"  was  the  reply.  '*  Ay; 
your  fortune,  Terence.  All  money  in  the  funds, 
and  six  hundred  a  year  secured  upon  the  best 
estate  in  Northamptonshire." 

"  Then  with  the  fortune  I  presume  there  is  a 
lady  saddled  P" 

"And  what  objection  is  thereto  one  may  latk^ 
when  she  can  pay  for  her  keeping  handsomelyr 
Terence,  dear?"  quoth  my  Lady  Featheralone. 

"  Oh,  none  in  the  world,"  I  responded. 

"  Well,  then,"  she  continued,  "  you  have  nff 
objection  to  a  wife  with  ten  thousand  pound» 
read^,  and  six  hundred  a  year?" 

"  The  Lord  forbid  I  should  be  to  sinful,"  I 
replied,  "  as  to  repine  at  the  will  of  Providence,  i£ 
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such  an  accident  in  the  iray  of  matninoDy  bc&l 
me  " 

**Noir,  Terence,  remember  I  was  your  poor 
Biotbrr's  bosom  friend,  and  I  am  eaie  I  may 
apeak  freely  to  ber  son." 

I  nodded  a  full  sfBrmatiTe,  and  mj  I^ady 
FciithtTstone  looked  knowing  aa  a  jailer. 

"  Terence,  is  it  honour  bright  between  as  ?" 

I  assured  ber,  as  Ollapod  suys  in  the  f\ay,  lliat 
"  I  waa  full  of  honour  as  a  corps  of  cavalry." 

"  It's  all  richt."  rrioincd  mv  ladv,  "  and  now 
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*<  Bad  enough,  madam,"  uid  I. 
"  Now,  Terence,    you    must  lend  me  the 
money." 

"  /.'  my  lady.  Where  could  /obtain  UP  I 
know  of  no  way  possible  but  by  stop^g  the 
Bristol  mail." 

"  No,  no,  Terence" — quoth  the  dowager.  "We 
need  not  resort  to  such  desperate  expedients. 
We  do  not  require  taking  to  the  rosd,  when  we 
have  only  to  go  to  the  altar.^ 

"Ab!  I  understand  youi  ladyship;  but  we 
talk  as  if  success  were  certain.  I  may  not  like 
the  lady,  and  the  lady  may  not  like  me." 

"  Pshaw  ! — leave  the  lady  to  my  management, 
I  will  answer  for  her  accepting  you." 

"  Ay,  madam,  but  I  cannot  answer  for  myself. 
She  may  be  old — ugly — disagreeable." 

"  She  is  none  of  these,"  said  Lady  Feather- 
stone. 

"  How  old  b  she  ?" 

"  Thirty." 

"  I  am  scarcely  twen^-two,"  swd  I. 
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"  And  what  signifies  eight  yeais  f"  daamnded 
the  dowager.  "  Is  there  not  a  clean  thousand  as 
a  set  ofT  against  each  of  them,  man?" 

"  Is  she  good-looking?" 

"  Very  pleasing  both  in  appearance  and  man- 
ner," replied  my  lady. 

"  Her  family? — ^you  know  we  are  partieultr 
about  that  in  Ireland." 

"  She  is  sister  to  a  baronet,  and  of  one  of  the 
oldest  families  in  Northamptonshire.  Coioe,  I 
mn  Bure  I  have  Batisfied  every  doubt,  and  von 
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may  b*  itnage  to  jwa*  !■  iliOTt,  ny  lady,  B> 
flaw  in  her  refnitatioii — no  kick  in  her  s*ttop."  ' 

"Blast — flaw — kick  in  her  gallop!"  repeated 
tbe  dowser.  "  No  wonder  i  can  Bcarody  oon- 
prehend  you.  If  you  meui  to  aak  if  my  friend 
be  a  penon  of  unblenitbed  character;  I  beg  to 
a§Bure  yoo,  sir,  that  I  auociatewith  none  other!" 

*'  A  thousand  pardons,  madam ;  but  to  be 
cuidid — not  uz  months  ago  I  was  within  a  point 
of  becoming  Benedict — and  the  lady  was  so  pro> 
vident,  that  before  the  third  moon  waned  she 
would  haTc  obliged  me  with  an  hdr." 

"  Indeed .'  On  that  score  you  may  be  quite  at 
ease.  Miss  Woodhouse  is  propriety  itself; — and 
now  having  given  you  all  the  information  you 
demanded,  will  you  oblige  me  with  the  loan  of 
two  thousand  pounds,  for  which  I  will  pass  yon  a 
poit'obit  on  my  personal  property  ?" 

"  Certainly,  my  dear  lady ;  and  T  shall  be  too 
happy  to  find  myself  in  a  condition  to  he  service- 
able to  you." 

"  Thank  you,  Terence ;  and  sow  I  will  call 
g2 
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Upon  MUs  Wuodhousc,  and  ask  lier  to  tea.  She 
hai  one  little  particulsrity — alic  ncrcr  goes  oul 
vitliout  her  maid;  and  yoa  must  make  youneir 
agreeable  to  l\is  filU-de-chumbre,  for  she  is  an 
immense  favourite  with  her  mistress." 

"  Well,  madam,  and  which  of  the  ladies  an  I 
to  make  love  to  firet  P  Shall  I  open  with  madt' 
moiselle,  or  commence  with  the  ppider-bmsher?" 

"  An  excellent  plan  to  lose  both,"'  retttmed  the 
dowager.  "  No,  Terence,  urge  your  suit  briskly 
with  tlic  mistress,  and  open  your  pursc-stringt 
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lodgings,  that  men  admire  her  still—  and  is  ten 
times  more  solicntous  to  procure  a  husband  for 
herself  than  for  her  mistress /" 

*'  Then  I'll  settle  the  maid  in  double  quick  !" 
"  Good  God .'  sir,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 
"Why  nothing,  my  lady,  but  that  Fll  run  my 
valet,  Ulick  Flyn,  at  her." 

"  Ah — I  understand  you.  Is  he  a  person  on 
whom  we  may  rely  ?" 

"  He  is  my  foster-brother,  and  true  as  steel-" 
"  Smart  ^good-looking  ?  "  pursued  the  dow- 
ager. 

"  Not  a  handsomer  light-bob  in  the  company." 
"  And  he  will  make  love  to  a  woman  if  you 
desire  him?" 

"  That  he  will,  madam — or  if  I  do  not.  May 
I  order  him  to  bring  my  cloak  here  early?" 

"  Certainly,  and  I  will  take  care  that  Lucy 
sees  him." 

Wc  separated — my  lady  to  invite  the  bride 
elect  to  tea,  and  I  to  acquunt  my  foster-brother 
with  our  plan  of  operations,,  in  which  it  had  beea 
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determioed  tliat  he  should  Lake  «n  imparHI 
•lure. 

Ulicl^  was  overjoyed  at  tlie  intelligcoc^  tai 
quite  ready  to  eater  the  field,  and  cavtj  Mi* 
Florence,  as  the  maid  was  dedgaated,  W  tgma 
atorm. 

At  the  proper  hour  the  fosterer*  and  I  aumi 
ta  the  sceue  of  action.  Fortunately,  a  few  daft 
of  rain  rendered  a  cloa](-bearor  iiecessarv ;  ni 
when  ire  arrived  at  Lady  Featlicrstoae  b,  aal  I 

(  ubbcrcd  to  the  drawing-room,   Ulick  Fhn 
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iog^  to  melanclxdy.  Her  nunnera  wen  ilbUe 
and  pi^lied ;  and  after  being  half  an  hour  In  Iwr 
company,  I  came  to  a  condiuion,  tlut  thete  vat 
no  caon  or  impediment  to  |ffeTent  her  becoming 
niece  to  my  honoured  reUtire  Mrs.  OTinn. 

Indeed  matters  seemed  to  progress  well,  and 
things  "looked  like  housekee^g."  I  was  very 
graciously  tecdved.  The  hostess  was  "  mine 
trusty  ally,"  and  my  aide-de-camp,  Ulick,  had 
safdy  established  himself  in  the  body  of  the  place. 
The  evening  passed  agreeably;  and  when  the 
bour  to  break,  up  had  come,  Lady  Featherstime 
proposed  that  as  the  night  was  fine  and  Mist 
Woodhouse  resided  in  the  next  street,  we  should 
^apense  with  a  coach,  and  walk  home.  No  olgee> 
tion  was  nude  by  the  lady — the  servants  woe 
aummoned — we  bade  good  night  to  the  dowagw, 
and  departed. 

There's  nothing,  my  boys,  like  seeing  a  wtmaii 
home,  when  you  want  to  make  lore  to  her. 
There  you  have  the  contact  of  tlie  arm,  and  at 
patting  a  teiuler  sqneexe  of  the  hand.  I  had 
certainly  the  beat  of  finr  play  during  the  march. 
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No  one  pressed  my  rear ;  for  when  I  threw  my 
eye  slily  back  to  ace  if  the  abigail  was  within  ear- 
shot,  Ulick  had  tier  close  to  hts  side  as  the  gimtd 
of  a  turkc}',  and  they  were  in  deep  confersatiao 
at  tlic  di^ttancc  of  half  a  street.  As  I  wallced  off, 
I  ovcrlieard  her  say  in  a  soft  tone  of  entreaty. 
"Now,  Mr.  Flyn,  you'll  be  sure  to  come?"  to 
which,  in  a  tender  and  inunuating  voice,  was 
responded,  "  Arrah  !  Mias  Lucy,  will  a  dn^ 
Bwim  '!"  and  a  salutation,  loud  as  the  report  of  a 
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notbing  to  Miss  WoodhouBe,  with  her  ten  thou- 
sand (minnB  tvo),  and  eix  hundred  a  year.  How 
gloriously  would  I  break  in  upon  Mrs.  O'Finn, 
when  i  presented  her  with  the  sister  of  a  baronet 
— the  sdon  of  a  stock  almost  as  ancient  as  our 
own! 

Three  days  passed.  Lady  Featherstone  played 
a  deep  game,  Ulick  covered  himself  with  glory, 
and  on  the  following  day,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
I  was  to  propose  and  be  accepted.  The  dowager 
had  ascertained  from  the  lady  that  my  suit  would 
be  received ;  and  Ulick  had  so  tax  progressed 
with  the  ancient  spider-brusher,  that  she  admitted 
having  saved  four  hundred  pounds,  acknowledged 
he  was  irresistible,  and  only  sUpulated  that  be 
should  quit  the  army. 

**  And  what  will  you  do,  Ulick  ?  I  inquired. 
"  Will  you  marry  Miss  Florence  1" 

"  Why  then,  upon  my  soul,  I  won''t  Of  course 
your  honour  and  the  lady  will  be  married  first ; 
and  when  you're  clanc  off.  111  bolt  by  a  side  door 
and  ^ve  Miss  Lucy  the  slip.    Arrah!  master. 
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sure  yc  wouldn't  have  me  tie  myself  to  an  oukl 
cfttabaw  of  )ier  sort.    Lord !  she's  fifty  if  afae*s  m 
hour." 
1  oould  not  remonstrate,  and  we  rednd  fi>r  the 

Hght 

The  day  "big  vrith  the  fate"  of  Terence 
O'Shaughncssy  came.  My  worthy  confederate, 
tlic  dowager,  made  the  opportunity,  and  I  sighed 
and  was  accepted.  A  fortnight  was,  after  tiie 
usual  display  of  miudcu  coyness,  named  aa  tbt 
duration  of  my  misery ;  and  on  the  expiration  of 
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inu^ne  then  wm  yet  a  chance  that  they  tDigbt 
ultimately  be  paid.  At  a  card-party  the  Beat 
night,  fortune  once  more  smiled  upon  her.  Twice 
she  held  four  honours  in  her  hand ;  and  irhen- 
ever  she  cut  in,  the  rubber  waa  her  own.  As  my 
leave  of  absence  was  limited  to  a  month,  I  found 
it  impossible  to  commit  matrimony  and  arrange 
my  wife's  assets  in  that  short  period,  and  deter- 
mined to  apply  to  my  commanding  officer  for  am 
extension,  and  candidly  apprise  him  of  the  reason 
of  my  non-appearance.  I  did  so;  and  a  very 
kind  letter  in  reply,  acceded  to  my  request,  and 
cmried  his  congratulationB. 

Four  days  passed,  and  ten  more  would  make 
me  Benedict  the  married  mim.  On  both  sides 
preparations  for  the  grand  event  were  making 
vigorously.  Miss  Woodhouse  had  summtHied 
divers  dressmakers  to  her  abiding-place ;  and  I 
had  ordered  a  wedding  garment  for  the  occasion, 
and  not  omitted  "new  liveries'*  for  my  maa. 
The  Lady  Featherstone  was  the  buvest  of  Ae 
whole.    Accounts  that  would  have  lain  perdm  to 
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the  day  of  judgmimt,  wwe  pxamiocd ;  a  card- 
pirty  invited  for  tlio  next  week  ;  and  even  wiUi- 
out  pcrmiseion  from  the  coachmsn,  she  onl«rrd 
licr  carriage  for  a  drive,  as  if  hia  vagcs  ven 
paid  already.  Ercry  tbing  went  on  fiwimmiDgly. 
IVfntrirnony,  after  all,  was  tlie  only  safe  path  to 
preferment  for  a  younger  hrother.  In  Ute  liyme- 
ncal  wheel,  doubtless,  there  were  blanks  as  wdl 
as  prixca:  but  though  there  were  Biddy  Maginns 
— glory  to  the  prophet ! — were  there  not  also 
Amelia  Woodhouses ! 
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mean  time  she  suggested  that  it  would  be  the 
more  delicate  proceeding  on  my  part,  to  confine 
my  attentions  merely  to  inquiries  tbrougli  ny 
servant.  Of  course,  my  Lady  Featherstone  was 
in  these  concerns  oracular,  and  I  confided  the 
management  of  all  to  het  and  UUck  Flyn. 

But  the  doirager  was  not  aware  that  I  had 
now  with  Amelia  a  more  powerful  ally  than  her- 
self—to wit,  the  waiting-woman.  MIgs  Florence 
had  become  deeply  enamoured  of  Mr.  Flyn ;  and 
a  woman  of  forty-five,  when  she  loves,  loves  des- 
perately. With  Ulick's  shrewdness,  every  occur- 
rence in  the  lady's  maarion  must  speedily  reach 
me ;  and  the  admisEioQ  of  my  man  to  the  domi- 
cile of  Miss  Woodhouse,  was  as  imprudent  as 
permitting  a  hostile  force  to  eBtablish  itself  in  the 
citadel  of  a  fortress. 

The  moon  was  at  tlie  full,  and  a  lovelier  night 
never  fell  upon  the  old  cathedral,  than  when  I 
passed  it  in  the  way  to  "  mine  inn,"  after  loung 
tlirce  guineas  at  piquet  to  my  Lady  Featherstone. 
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Her  darling  Amelia's  cold  was  b«Uer*  The  truth 
WHS,  she  hiid  been  a  little  feverish ;  but  to  pie- 
Tcnt  unnecessary-  alarm,  ^he  bod  conlincd  hcrflctf 
to  her  own  room.  In  u  day  or  two  she  would  be 
in  the  drawing. mora,  and  sC  the  appointed  time  I 
would  he  blest  with  her  hand,  and  of  coane 
made  too  happy. 

Ttiis  was  indeed  gratifying  newa,  I  mmtCRd 
homeward  communing  with  my  own  thougbtt 
touching  the  dispotiition  of  a  part  of  tlw  ^gfat 
thousand.     At  the  corner  of  a  street  a  fraction  of 
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*'  Why,  Ulick,  what  the  denies  in  the  wind? 
Surely  yon  u*  taking  time  by  the  forelock,  in 
packing  for  our  march." 

With  that  proroking  mng  froid,  which  aa 
inehman,  even  in  desperate  casea,  delights  to 
indnlge  in,  Ulick  proceeded  leisurely  ia  folding 
and  deposi^Dg  the  coat  in  my  portmanteau,  as  he 
coolly  replied, 

"  Surely  it's  time  to  get  the  kit  together  when 
the  route  comes!" 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean  P  I'm  not  to  be 
marned  these  four  days." 

"  No,"  responded  the  fosterer,  "  nor  for  four 
after  that,  unless  you  marry  my  Lady  Feather- 
stone.  May  bad  fortune  attend  her,  the  dirty 
ould  canister,  night  and  day  !" 

•■*  Speak  out,  man.  What  has  happened — luu 
Miss  Woodhouse  changed  bei  mind?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,"  replied  Mr.  Flyn. 

"  Is  there  a  national  bankruptcy  1 — forj  her 
money  is  in  the  fluids." 

"  If  there  is,  I  didn''t  hear  it." 
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"  Is  (he  dead  ?" 

"  Maybe  she  died  within  lliis  half-hour." 

"Come" — and  I  lowered  iny  voice — "out  with 
it,  man,  1  guess  the  cause  of  liet  seclusion.  ].i 
she  as  ladies  wish  to  be  V 

"  Arrah  !  Iledcr&liin.  la  it  takia  away  the 
cnturo's  character  ye  arc?" 

"  D n  Ulick,  you'll  drive  mc  mad.     ^VtlAt 

in  the  msttcT  ?  She's  not  dead — not  broke — not 
blasted?" 

"  But" — fli:d  the  valet  made  a  long  pause — 
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toved  mortal  min  m  I  do  you.' — '  Ah  1  then* 
Lucy,'  uya  1,  '  I  think  it's  gtammuy  ye  have 
tbiown  over  me;  for  if  the  world  was  earched 
from  Killamey  to  Giberalter,  I'll  take  my  hook- 
oath  the  woman  couldn't  be  found  to  plaac  me  like 
yourself' — '  Ulick,'  says  she,  'you  sodgeia  am't 
loaded  with  money ;  and  I  don't  see  why  you  and 
I  should  not  be  nate  and  dacent  at  our  weddin, 
like  the  captain  and  my  mistress.  There's  a  few 
trifles  in  the  way  of  a  present,  and  sure  youll 
not  like  them  the  worse  for  coming  from  me ;' — 
and  Mr.  Flyn  pointed  to  a  huge  bundle  of  mis- 
cellaneouB  garments,  the  gift  of  the  enamoured 
fille-de-chambre. 

<*  Well,"  continued  the  fosterer,  "  to  be  sure  I 
thanked  her  like  a  gentleman.  'Agh,  Ulick,' 
says  she,  '  will  you  ever  dcsave  me  ?' — '  Desave 
you,  aetore  !'  sud  I.  '  Arrab,  who  could  look  at 
that  beautiful  countenance  of  your  own,  and  not 
be  true  as  a  clock,  and  constant  as  a  turtle  ?'— 
'  Ogh,'  says  she,  '  I'll  niver  know  pace  till  ytm'te 
mine,  Ulick !    X  with  my  poor  mistress  mi^  be 

VOL,  m.  H 
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well  enough !  but  I  am  sorely  aGniil  veil  lune 
to  put  back  tbc  weddm  for  a  week.' — ■'  Oh — Uuf. 
8-nouns!'  eays  I,  *  take  my  life  at  once,  bofc 
don't  kill  me  by  inches.  Do  you  tell  me  I  mnit 
be  ten  days  more  without  my  dianner,  and  that'i 
yourselfF'— '  Ah,  Uhck,  if  you  only  knew  the 
cause;  but  I'll  tell  ye  every  thing  wh^i  we're 
married,'  BSys  she.  By  Saint  Patrick,  I  mnfJIfiil 
a  rat !  '  There's  a  secret,^  says  I  to  myself  *  m 
sure  as  the  devil's  in  fiannagher;  and  if  blarney 
will  get  it  out  of  ye,  my  ould  giil,  I'll  have  it 
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wouldn't  trust  me,  lAKyt  Wdl,  see  the  di^iw 
dice  between  lu.  I  couldn't  ke^  any  dung  frm 
jou,  evoi  if  it  was  the  Idllia  of  a  nm' — and  I 
gare  faer  a  look  of  reproachfnl  tendemeM  that  a 
hatben  couldn't  stand.  '  Jewd,'  ujt  Ae,  u  Ae 
■mothered  me  with  kisaea,  '  I  can  tefnae  ye 
nothing.  Well  then— but  it's  »  dead  saoet — 
my  mistiesB  is  at  times  a  little  eccentric.' — '  Ec- 
centric !'  says  I, '  what's  that  ?' — '  Why,*  aays  alie, 
•she  labours  under  quare  ddustons.'— '  Phew !' 
says  I, '  she  has,  what  we  call  in  Conuaught,  rata 
in  her  garret !' — '  1  don't  understand  you,'  saya 
■he,  *  but  the  fact  is,  for  s  few  days  in  every 
month  her  intellects  are  unsettled.' — *I8  it  a 
pleasant  sort  of  madness,  Lucy  ?  Does  yonc  mis- 
tress amuse  herself  with  the  poker — Iveak  win- 
dows— throw  bottles  ?' — '  Ob,  no.  Poor  soul,  die 
is  quite  harmless,  an^  all  she  requires  is  a  little 
hutnouiing,  and  no  contradiction.  One  time  she 
fancies  she  is  dead,  and  then  we  let  her  lie  in 
state,  and  make  preparations  for  ber  funeral.  At 
another  she  imagines  that  afae  haa  an  engagement 
h2 
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«t  the  Opera ;  then  -we  hire  a  fiddler,  aad 
hei  to  dance  off  the  fit.  Last 
herself  a  teapot ;  and  this  one  she  thinks 
ft  canaty.  I  suppose  her  approachipg 
has  put  the  fancy  in  her  head ;  for  abe  aent 
calnnet-inaker  on  Monday,  and  beqioks 
ing-cage/ — 'A  taypotl'  said  I,  as  I  n 
ngD  of  the  croee. — '  Pshaw,'  b^  abc^  ' 
hannleas  after  ail.  The  captaui  w<m\ 
when  he's  accustomed  to  it.* — *  Peaks  I  ■■ 
doubts  about  that ;  for  men  don't  many 


Bad- 
die 


Id  it, 
have 
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s«id.     '  Go,  darltn' — and  giTiog  me  Uus  witch 

and  a  brace  of  kisses,  I  lifted  my  bundle,  uid  die 
let  me  out  by  the  back  door.*' 

I  vas  tfaiindentmck.  What  a  deep  plot  that 
of  the  infernal  Jezebel,  tbe  dowager's,  was !  To 
obtain  two  thousand  pounds,  she  would  hare 
sacrificed  me  to  a  maniac.  What  a  pleasant  time 
I  should  have  had — every  month,  at  the  full  rf 
the  moon,  to  hare  to  send  for  a  fiddler  or  a  co£Bii> 
maker,  after  receiving  the  ppe  of  a  teapot  at 
the  hymeneal  altar!  What  was  to  be  done? 
Nothing,  but  what  Ulick  had  already  provided 
for — a  retreat  without  sound  of  trumpet ! 

The  packing  was  accordingly  continned,  and  it 
was  now  no  sinecure.  My  bridal  outfit,  which 
luckily  I  had  money  enough  to  pay  for,  made  m 
important  addition  to  my  wardrobe;  while  Mr. 
Flyn,  whose  personal  effects  had  arrived  in  Bath 
very  conveniently  packed  in  a  hatbox,was  obliged 
to  purchase  a  couple  of  trunks  to  transport  "  the 
trifles,"  as  he  termed  tb&a,  which  had  been  pre- 
sented him  by  the  lovesick  s^der^bnuAcr. 


103  coirnseioTcs  or  i  GvniMmAx  wbo 


To  (put  Bub  and  dm  ctotct  ■17'  ■ 
ledpnenu  to  Lidy  FnihentoiK,  timU  bnv 
hem  uDciTil,  aad  I  tk^oartA  berviA  a  fev  fan, 
1  decfinMl  the  hooocr  she  intaided  is  VBttig  ne 
bt  a  tespot :  «id  m  cmtfinemnit  ta  •  oi^  ^|^ 
tint  >gm  vith  n>r,  I  sntbonzed  her  to  piwnde 
mother  mate  fiir  thr  taor  nnaor.  I  delrgslcd 
to  ber  tbe  taik  of  delrvning  idt  psrttng  oomfB 
menu  to  Mbs  Woodbonae :  and  at  tbe  irqom  tt 
Mr.  Fhn,  entreated,  tbat  "  vben  ber  hand  vaa 
ifl,"  (be  would  bid  a  tender  faiweQ   to  SliB 
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to  excuse  herself  to  Miss  Woodhouse,  and  ptore 
that  she  was  no  parUcipator  in  the  flight  of  the 
false  one ;  but  she  could  not  even  obtun  an 
audience,  as  Miss  Flounce  slammed  the  door  in 
her  face.  Unable  to  hold  her  ground  any  longer, 
she  was  literally  dunned  out  of  Bath,  after  havii^ 
instructed  in  the  art  of  book-keeping  half  the 
tradesmen  [in  the  town." 

"  And  what,"  said  Captun  Paget,  "  became  of 
honest  Ulick?" 

Major  O'Shaughncssy  sighed  deeply. 
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foriom  hope  and  sccompftnied  me.  Thiougli  life 
we  had  never  been  a  day  ^»Tt — storm  and  sun- 
shine  fell  upon  \a  together.  God  rest  thee, 
Ulick  !  a  hnvet  soldier  never  screwed  a  bayonet, 
nor  a  more  faithful  servant  followed  the  humble 
fortunes  of  an  Irish  gentleman  than  thyself !" 

The  major  wiped  away  a  tear,  bade  us  a  good 
night,  and  retired  to  his  own  hut. 

"  Poor  Terence !  It  is  a  wann-hearted  animal 
after  all,"  said  O'Brien.  "  He  never  speaks  of 
his  fosterer  without  being  affected.  J  knew  him 
for  years,  and  a  more  attached  fellow  to  a  master 
never  lived  than  Ulick.  How  goes  dmeP  Pshaw! 
— not  nine  o'clock.  Is  there  any  brandy  in  the 
Mask?  O'Shaughnessy  has  a  desperate  thirst 
upon  him  while  recounting  those  amatory  mis- 
haps, and  he  applied  to  the  canteen  repeatedly." 

"  Faith !"  replied  one  of  the  subalterns,  "he 
has  made  a  deep  inroad  upon  the  Cognac.  But, 
major,  do  you  recollect  the  conversation  we  had 
condeming  that  mysterious  aSm  at ?" 
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"  Yes,  and  I  promiBcd  to  teU  job  the  paiti- 
culara.     Have  we  time  for  it  now  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  respoBclcd  several  vmces." 

"  Well,  1  will  not  delay  you,  but  make  tin 
story  as  brief  as  I  can." 

He  said — and  thus  commenced. 


THE  MAJOE'S  STORY. 

And  heedless  aa  the  dead  are  they 
Of  aught  around,  aboTe,  beneath  ; 

As  if  all  else  had  passed  away. 
They  only  for  each  other  breathe. 

•  *  • 
Who  that  hath  felt  that  passion's  power, 
Or  paused,  or  feared,  in  such  an  hour? 

FAkASIHA. 

Yes — Leila  sleeps  beneath  the  ware. 

*  *  * 

My  wnitl)  is  wreak'd — the  deed  is  done— 
And  now  I  go — but  go  alone. 

Tub  GtAona. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE  MAJOR'S  STORY. 


"  These  is  more  romance,"  said  Miyor 
O'Connor,  "  in  real  life,  than  in  any  fiction  vhich 
the  novelist  can  ima^e,  and  few  men  have 
joutnej'ed  through  existence  long,  and  not  encouit. 
tered  something  touching  on  the  marrellous.  I 
never  nas  a  sentimental  adventurer,  and  yet  I 
have  in  my  time  met  with  strange  occurrences. 
In  the  story  I  am  about  to  tell,  I  was  an  inferior 
actor — and  of  the  other  parties,  one  was  a  lieu- 
tenant in  the  same  company,  and  the  lady  I  had 
seen,  although  I  had  never  been  acqu«nted  with 
her  intimately. 
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At  the  time,  when  the 

OCCUITod 

I  was  K  Gubolteru 

1  in  the  a— th.     The 

regiment 

was   ijuartercd  in 

a  large 

garrison-town  in   the 

south  of  Ireland,  and  I  had  been  for  three  inontbii 
on  leave.  On  rejoining,  I  vas  presented  nt 
dinner  to  an  ofliccr  who  had  eome  to  us  from 
another  corps,  and  was  struck  with  his  appearance 
and  address.  He  was  a  remarkably  handsome 
man — at  times  a  little  of  the  puppy;  but  when 
Be  pleased,  liis  manners  were  very  agreeable,  and 
his  conveisatioD  lirely  and  amusing.    As  we  were 
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wu  in  some  nuttlcn  exceediof^y  reeervetl — -wa 
became  more  intimate.  Gradually  he  became 
comnmnicaliTe.  Much  of  what  he  was  diung 
came  imdet  my  observation;  and  I  was  boob 
aware,  from  many  drcumstances  I  noticed,  thtf 
he  waa  engi^^  in  an  intrigue. 

The  bouse  we  lodged  in  was  in  the  suburbs 
of  the  town,  remotely  situated*  but  not  very 
distant  &om  our  barrack.  After  mess  we  were  ia 
the  habit  of  returning  home  tolerably  early ;  for 
we  had  some  desperate  hard-^oers  in  the  r^. 
ment,  and  if  a  ntin  commenced  another  bottle 
after  the  stipulated  dinner  wine  was  drunk,  it  was 
ahnost  impossible  to  get  clear  of  the  late  sitters 
before  daylight.  My  companion,  when  at  home, 
always  left  a  small  portion  of  the  window-shutter 
nnclosed — this  signal  was  understood  ^  for  almost 
eret;  night,  and  at  a  pardcular  hour,  sand  was 
thrown  against  the  glass,  and  Clinton  went  out  to 
converse  with  an  old  woman  wrapped  closely  in 
a  gray  doak.  I  remarked  her  frequently,  but 
never  obtained  a  glimpse  of  her  features,  bom 
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the  pains  she  took  to  conceal  them  from  my  view. 
She  was,  no  doubt,  an  cinissar}'  of  Cupid :  (or 
Clinton  had  generally  a  note  or  letter  to  pause 
or  answer,  when  he  returned  from  his  interviews 
witli  the  old  woman. 

Sometimes,  in  place  of  a  written  reply,  he  fol- 
lowed iIjc  messenger  directly.  On  these  occft- 
siuns  he  always  took  his  sword,  and  muffled 
himself  in  a  large  blue  cloak  that  belonged 
to  me,  which,  from  its  site  and  colour,  was 
bctti^r  adapted  to  conceal   the   person   than   his 
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duct.  The  frequency  of  the  occorrfDce  nn»cd 
my  curiotdtj — I  Btrove  to  ascertain  who  tbe  pet» 
mm  was,  nnder  wbose  espionage  I  seemed  placed* 
bat  I  nerer  could  niceecd.  He  always  kept 
some  distance  in  tfae  rear — if  I  walked  qaieUy, 
be  mended  Us  pace — if  I  loitered,  he  sauntered 
after  me — if  I  halted,  be  stopped — in  short,  h« 
regulated  his  movements  by  mine,  and  alway* 
SToided  coming  to  close  quarters.  One  thing 
struck  roe  as  bong  very  nngular — ^whenever  I 
wore  my  own  cloak,  I  was  cerbun  of  bang  watched 
to  the  very  door. 

It  was  the  evenmg  before  the  catastrophe. 
Tfae  general  had  dined  with  us,  and  I  had  re- 
mained later  at  the  mess-tsUe  than  usual.  It 
was  good  starlight,  for  diere  was  no  moon.  That 
morning,  in  passing  a  cutler's  shop,  it  occurred 
to  CM,  &om  die  constancy  with  which  I  wac 
haunted  1^  the  unknown,  that  some  outrage  waa 
intended  sgunst  my  person,  and  I  thoo^it  ft 
pendent  to  he  pwpared.  I  aocsnbi^  went  in, 
and  had  my  salne  ground  and  pmntad.    On  Ail 
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evening  I  had  my  own  cloak  and  sword;  and 
before  I  cleared  the  first  street,  observed  tliftt 
as  usual  I  was  closely  followed.  Stimulated 
by  wine,  and  conscious  of  possessing  an  effective 
weapon,  I  determined  to  bring  my  pursuer  to 
action ;  and  halting  silently  beneath  a  garden- 
wall  where  the  road  made  a  sudden  turn,  I  waited 
for  the  enemy  to  close, 

A  minute  brought  ua  into  contact.  He  turned 
the  comer  of  the  fence,  and  finding  roe  ready  to 
receive  him,  sprang  hack  two  paces. 
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"  Desist ! "  I  exclaimed,  "  What  sm  I  to 
desist  from  ?  " 

*'  The  pursuit  of  one  you  nevei  shall  obtua  !" 
was  the  teply. 
I,  "  You  are  under  some  mistake." 

"I  am  not,"  returned  the  unknown,  "You 
have  eluded  my  vigilance  twice,  and  met  her  you 
best  know  where.  Attempt  it  a  thurd  time — and 
your  fate  is  sealed  I" 

"  I  tell  you,  fellow,  you  are  in  errot." 

"  No — no — Mr.  Clinton,  you  are  — " 

"  My  name  is  not  Clinton." 

"  Damnation !  Have  I  been  mistaken  P  May  I 
inquire  whom  it  is  I  talk  to  ?"  he  replied. 

"  I  am  called  O'Connor,  and  — ** 

"  You  lodge  in  the  same  house  with  — " 

"  Precisely  so." 

"  Strange!"  he  muttered.     "I  would  have 

sworn  it.      Height,  cloak,  figure — Ha !     I  see 

how  they  escaped  me.     T  was  on  the  wrtmg  scent, 

and  they  seized  that  opportuni^  of  meetisg, 
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agftin,  ril  shoot  the  insn  that  follows  ri&*' 

*'  You  had  better  leave  that  alone.  It  is  * 
trade  that  two  can  work  at"— be  replied  coldly. 
"  But  you  wilt  not  be  ineummoded  again.  A 
hunter  with  the  game  afoot,  will  not  turn  Irom  it 
to  run  a  drag.  I  faney.  Farewell,  sir.  If  you 
regard  your  comrade's  safety,  tell  him  to  ftvoid 
the  elm-iree  walk  in  the  ehurehyard.     He  has 
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I  hate  everj  man  that  wean  yonr  livery  m 
I  hate  the  devU.  Go — once  more,  good 
mght." 

He  tnnted  lound  the  angle  of  the  walL  A 
nuoDentary  surprige  prevcDted  me  from  following 
for  a  time.  When  I  did  he  was  fifty  paces  <#, 
and  presently  appeared  to  vanish  from  my  ught 
I  walked  rapidly  after;  and  when  I  reached  th« 
spot  where  he  disappeared,  found  it  a  narrow 
passage  between  two  garden  walls.  I  looked 
down  the  opening — it  was  dark  as  midnight — I 
listened — his  footsteps  had  died  away — it  was 
useless  to  follow — I  gave  up  the  pursuit  and 
returned  to  my  lodgings. 
Clinton  was  there  before  me. 
"  You  are  late  to-night,"  he  said.  "  Have 
you  been  serenading  your  mistress ;  or,  like  un- 
happy me,  waiting  impatiently  for  the  messenger 
of  Cupid  ?" 

"Serenading  I  have  not  been,"  I  replied; 
"  but  I  have  be«i  conversing  pn^ably  with  the 
messenger  of  Cupid — if  the  aforesaid  courier  wean 
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a  fiieie  greftt-cost,  and  dciivcrg  his  comnuuuls 
with  a  cocked  piatol." 

"  Indeed !  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  that  I  have  been  mistaken  for  you — 
followed,  until  I  got  tired  of  being  pursued ;  and 
vlicn  I  turned  on  the  scoundrel,  found  I  had 
but  caught  a  Tartar." 

"  Go  on.  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Clinton. 

"  I  forced  him  to  a  parley,  and  he  ptored  to 
be  better  provided  for  battle  than  myself.  1h 
short,  we  parted  as  we  met.      In  the  dusk,  it 
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"  TliAt  they  had  occurred  twice ;  ud  if  you 
Tftlued  life,  to  derist  from  a  third  attempt,  and 
avoid  the  elm-tree  walk  is  the  churchyard." 

"  Well,"  replied  Clinton,  "  to-morrow  you 
gball  know  more.  It  is  late ;  and  aa  we  are  to 
have  a  field  day,  the  sooner  we  are  in  bed  the 
better." 

We  took  OUT  candles  and  separated. 

The  garrison  review  occupied  the  whole  of  the 
next  morning ;  and  it  was  scarcely  over,  when  I 
was  obliged  to  go  on  the  main  guard.  About 
two  o'clock  Clinton  came  to  me,  and  asked  me  to 
walk  out  with  him.  I  put  on  my  cap,  and  we 
strolled  arm  in  arm  into  the  town. 

"  George,"  be  said,  "  I  am  so  thoroughly  con- 
vinced of  your  prudence,  that  1  am  going  to 
intrust  you  with  my  secret.  I  require  the  advice 
and  asfflfitance  of  a  friend,  and  you  are  the  one  I 
would  wish  to  confide  in." 

I  assured  him  that  if  secrecy  were  necessary, 
be  migh^  be  certun  of  my  discretioB — and  he 
continued: 
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"  I  fliui  myself  guTTfiunded  intli  diiBcaltic* — t 
-would  almost  say  danger ;  but  luher  than  aban- 
don the  aSair,  I  would  risk  lile  &«ely.  Would 
jou  wish  to  see  the  lady  ?" 

"  Faith  !  Clinton,"  I  replied,  "  I  have  no  smaU 
curiosity  to  sec  a  pereoD  who  iias  been  the  cause 
of  placing  me  under  the  espionage  of  as  truculent 
a  gentleman,  as  ever  man  convened  with  in  a 
retired  lone  at  midnight." 

"It  shall  be  gratified,"  he  said.  "Do  joq 
obserrc  yonder  shop  ?  It  is  the  second  from  tho 
comer  of  the  street." 
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He  painted  out  the  jdaoe  where  I  shoold  find 
iam,  and  I  proceeded  to  lee  »  fiur  one,  who  had 
■liekdj  placed  me  two  ftet  only  ftom  the  muiile 
of  a  loaded  [nstoL 

I  looked  above  the  door,  and  the  name  m- 
acaribed  upon  the  show-board  was  a  Qnaker's.  I 
entered  the  shop — several  starched  and  steady 
women  were  behind  the  counter — ^but  none  of 
them  were  of  the  sort  whose  channa  could  eis 
danger  the  pertonal  aafety  of  any  man.  Was 
CUntoo  jesting  with  me  P  At  the  moment  when 
I  was  dehberating  whether  I  should  not  retire  at 
once,  a  party  of  ladies  came  in.  Immediately 
the  shopwomen  were  engaged  iu  attending  to 
them ;  and  one  retiring  to  a  door  that  opened  on 
an  inner  apartment,  said,  iu  a  vcuce  tluu  I  over- 
heard, "  Agnes  !  thou  art  required  here." 

My  e^es  were  instantly  turned  to  the  place 
whence  the  fair  inamorata  might  be  expected — 
and  presently  she  appeared.  I  was  ahnost  strudt 
dumb  with  astonishment.  A  lovelier  face  than 
hers  I  never  looked  at  I 
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Many  a  year  lias  paEsed  away,  but  I  shall  nerer 
forget  tlmt  beauteous  girl.  She  was  scarcely 
nineteen — tall,  and  notwitbEtanding  the  formality 
of  hcT  costume,  the  roundness  of  her  arm,  anil 
the  Evmrnetry  of  her  waist  and  bosom,  could  not 
be  concealed.  Her  eyes  were  hazel,  with  an 
expression  of  extreme  gentleness.  Her  hair, 
Madonns-like,  was  parted  on  the  forehead  ;  but 
the  simple  cap  could  not  hide  the  profusion  of  iu 
silken  tresses.  The  outline  of  the  face  was 
strictly  Grecian — tlie  complexion  pale  and  deli- 
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Clinton  was  it  the  confectioier'fl,  ud  we' left 
it  together. 

"  Have  you  seen  Agnes  i*"  he  inqmied. 

"  I  haTC  seen  the  sweetest  girl  in  Irdand^" 
was  my  re^y. 

"  Is  she  not  worth  loving,  George?"  he  said. 

*'  Worth  loving  P  For  one  smUe  I  would  walk 
barefoot  to  the  barrack ;  and  a  kiss  would  more 
than  rqiay  a  pilgnmage  to  Mecca." 

"  Faith !  I  half  repent  my  having  exposed  you 
to  her  charms,  the  impression  appears  to  have 
been  so  powerful,"  said  Clinton,  with  a  laugh. 
"  But  I  must  tell  you  a  long  tale  to-night.  I 
cannot  dine  at  mess  to^y ;  there  are  atnagfxa 
invited,  and  I  could  not  steal  off  in  time.  I  have 
ordered  something  at  home ;  and  when  you  return 
Irom  the  barracks  at  night  I  shall  be  wuting  up, 
and  we  can  have  a  confidential  tSle-i-lete.  Here 
come  some  of  our  fellows,  and  I  shaU  be  off. 
Adien — you  will  be  home  before  eleven." 

"I  shall  be  with  you  as  soon  as  I  can  leave 
-  the  table  without  observation." 
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Wc  parted — lie  on  business  of  his  own,  aiid  1 
tu  visit  the  guard. 

The  party  at  the  mess  vas  Isi^,  for  wc  Iiaii 
an  unusual  number  of  guests  at  dinner.  The 
band  was  in  attendance — the  wine  circiilatcd 
freely — and  notwithstanding  my  aoiuet)'  to  Icitvc 
the  room,  it  was  almost  twelve  before  I  could 
BL-compIish  it.  I  visited  my  guard,  and  then  act 
out  to  keep  my  appointment  with  tny  fnend 
Clinton. 

The  evening  bad  been  close,  not  a  brecM 
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waa  there,  and  I  zeidted  my  lodgn^  tmioo- 
tested. 

FlUpttrick,  my  semnt,  was  nttiiig  op.  I 
inquired  for  Clinton,  and  to  my  Bmpriw  vas  told 
that  he  had  not  retumed  since  he  had  gone  out 
at  dusk.  Had  he  eloped  vith  the  fkir  QuaksP 
It  roust  be  bo.  Well— that  was  eanly  ascertwned 
—for  he  would  require  srane  clothes  and  bis  dress- 
ing-case. I  took  up  the  candlea  and  vent  to  his 
room.  All  there  was  undisturbed ;  his  tinlet  aa 
it  always  was,  and  his  portmanteaus  in  thdr 
accustomed  places.  It  was  indeed  surprising  I 
He  might  have  had  an  evening  interview  with 
Agnes — ^but  to  remain  till  midnight — the  thing 
was  imposBible.  I  was  loet  in  a  confusion  of 
suppositions,  and  at  last  rang  the  bell,  and  ift- 
qnired  from  Fitipatrick  when  Mr.  Clinton  had 
been  last  at  home? 

The  answer  was  not  satiafoctory.  My  own 
servant  infi»med  me  that  at  eight  o'clock,  whea 
he  was  engaged  ia  fiddii^  some  nnifbma,  my 
cempanion  liad  eDtcnd  the  tpntaaeot,  ttiua  mf 
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pUtols,  examined  the  loading  and  primmgH  care* 
fiiliy,  put  them  in  his  pocket,  wrapped  my  c]aak 
arouud  him,  and  telling  Fitipatrick  to  say  that 
he  would  be  home  at  ten,  htt  the  bouse. 

I  was  very  uneasy — I  feared  Eomcthing  dis- 
astrous—  Gtraiigc  miRgiringG  flashed  over  my 
mind,  and  the  warnmg  of  the  formidable  Etraager 
WOK  not  forgotten.  I  could  not  delay  longer,  fur 
I  was  obliged  to  return  to  the  guard-rooQi.  All 
I  could  do  was  t«  leave  a  message  for  my  friend, 
and  tell  him  lie  might  expect  me  at   an   evLy,  ■ 
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preceding  erenii^  with  the  gentleman  in  the 
frieze  coat  was  rather  a  pleasurable  recollection. 

I  hurried  along  the  lone  and  gloomy  passage, 
and  came  to  the  comer  of  the  garden-wall,  wheiv 
I  had  awaited  and  confronted  the  unknown.  A 
few  paces  forward  he  and  I  had  held  our  brief  and 
threatening  colloquy.  I  wheeled  round  the  wall. 
By  HeaTcn!  there  be  was — the  same  gray-coated 
man — the  same  tall  and  gloomy-looking  stranger  ! 

In  an  instant  my  sabre  was  unsheathed,  and  as 
rapidly  on  his  part  a  pistol  presented. 

"  How  now  f  I  exclaimed.  "  Why  are  yon 
here  to-night  ?  Advance  a  step,  and  111  cleave 
you  to  the  chin !" 

"  Pish  !  boy — keep  your  threats  &a  those  who 
fear  them.  I  mean  you  no  ill ;  that  is,  if  you  do 
not  draw  my  vengeance  on  you  by  some  silly 
indiscretion." 

"What  do  yoo  wantP"  I  replied.  "Yon 
labour  under  no  mistake  to-night." 

*'  Ob — no  i"  he  retained  coldly.  "  Mbtakea 
toDching  the  identic  of  yonr  fiiend  are  ended.** 
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)  you  stop  IDC  then  ?"  ^H 

to  ask  a  question  or  two,  and  sssiar^l 


•'  Why  do  you  stop  me  ihen  ?" 

"  Merely  to  ask  a  question  or  two, 
you  that  if  you  walk  the  lane  till  doonaday,  he 
who  confronts  you  now  will  never  lay  his  foot 
upon  it  afterwards." 

**  And  what  is  that  to  mc  i*  I  ahmll  come  better 
prepared  to-morrow.  You  have  an  adrmtage 
in  your  weKpona.  Put  fire-arms  aside — I  will 
throw  away  my  sword — and  let  the  best  man  fa* 
the  coii»|iieror, " 

He  laughed  hoarsely. 

"  Fnnli«h  hnv  <     1  .Ir 
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"Courtesy!"  I  exclaimed.  "Strange  coar- 
tesj,  when  men  conTerse  with  nated  smwds  and 
cocked  pistols." 

*'  Tis  the  last  time,  young  man,  that  I  shaD 
ever  cross  your  path.  Yoor  gay  companion  it 
doubtless  revelling  at  his  mess,  or,  happier  yet, 
locked  in  beauty's  arms  " 

There  was  a  devilish  expression  in  the  latter 

portion  of  the  stranger's  iremark,  that  struck  me 

with  a  creeping  horror,  which  I  cannot  describe. 

"  I  do    not  understand   you,"    I    replied. 

"Wherever  my  friend  is,  I  trust  he  is  in  safety." 

«  Oh— saft  he  is— m  be  surety  for  that.  Will 
you,  however,  oblige  me  with  a  reply  to  my  ques- 
tion P  Did  you  deliver  him  the  messi^  I  con- 
fided to  you  ?  Remember,  I  ask  an  answer  as  a 
compliment." 

« I  did." 

"  Humph !  he  was  warned  then !  How  did  he 
recrive  the  wamii^  ?" 

"  As  any  tirave  man  should  treat  an  idle  threat 
— ^with  the  contempt  it  merited." 

VOL.  III.  I 
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"  iDclced  ?" — and  there  was  a  dvmoDJac  em- 
phasis on  the  word  ss  it  seemed  to  hiss  frnm 
hetween  his  lips.  A  strong  suspicion  of  foul  pity 
flashed  acroee  my  mind,  and  I  fblt  half  nsEimd 
that  Clinton  had  been  ill-used. 

"  t  feat  that  you  have  wronged  bin,"  1 1^. 
"  If  80,  he  has  friends  that  will  assert  hia  quaircL" 

"  Well,  I  must  abide  their  vengeance.  Bnt 
you  are  wrong.  He  is  at  this  moment  Bloepmg 
in  the  anus  of  beauty." 

"  I  disbelieve  you.      If  you  have  wronged 
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As  before— he  wheeled  suddenly  nnmd  the 
corner — a  horse  vas  waiting  for  him — be  jnmpbd 
upon  his  baclc,  waved  his  hand,  and  in  a  aecond 
vas  out  of  sight ! 

I  was  perfectly  confounded.  What  was  I  to 
do?  I  dare  not  betray  the  secret  of  my  £riend; 
and  yet  I  was  desperately  alarmed  for  his  safe^. 
Was  there  no  middle  course  ?  I  determined  to 
coo&de  my  fears  to  a  companion,  and  hurried  to 
the  guard-room  to  communicate  as  much  of  my 
apprehensions  to  the  senior  officer  as  I  might  do, 
without  compromising  Clinton's  secret. 

Douglas,  from  the  confused  and  imperfect 
story  that  mine  was,  where  so  much  of  the  afitur 
was  necessarily  concealed,  was  quite  unable  to 
advise  me.  I  sent  a  soldier  twice  to  our  lodgings, 
to  inquire  if  my  iriend  had  returned;  but  tie 
brought  hack  intelligence  of  bis  continued  ab- 
sence, and  at  daybreak  I  proceeded  to  the  house 
myself,  to  try  whether  I  could  discover  any  cause 
for  his  mysterious  Reappearance.  My  fesrs  veie 
only  heif^tened,  and  bis  aervant  was  bow  ■»• 
x2 
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liously  alarmed  for  his  mastcr'a  safety.  Again 
ve  csaiuined  lib  chainbcr — unlocked  liis  pon- 
nantecus — opened  his  drawers  ; — not  an  srticle 
WHS  misi-ing — every  thing  remained  in  iu  usual 
place,  ftnd  it  was  quite  clear,  that  vlwii  be  left 
tlie  house  on  the  preceding  eveaiog,  lie  had  taken 
nothing  awaj'  save  my  cloak  and  pistols. 

Three  hours  ]vis«ed,  but  no  tidii^  of  the 
absentee.  1  wrote  a  note  lo  the  colonel,  stated 
the  strange  circumslfliices  of  Clinton's  disaf^tcar- 
ance,  and  obtained  his  penoiseion  to  Inve  ibe 
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an  accident,  and  otbers  said  she  had  only  nm  away. 
The  last  conjecture  I  felt  persuaded  was  the  tnie 
one.  My  fears  for  Clinton's  safety  Tanidied-^ 
the  absence  of  both  -was  easily  accounted  for — 
my  imprudent  companion  had  persuaded  the  ftir 
Quaker  to  accompany  him,  and  an  elopement  was 
the  result.  It  was  useless  to  ask  any  questions. 
B^re  evening,  it  was  probable  that  Clinton 
would  return,  or  acquaint  me  where  he  was  con- 
cealed ;  and  with  a  load  of  uneasiness  removed 
from  my  mind,  I  turned  my  footsteps  towards  the 
barrack,  to  resume  my  guard,  and  be  ready  foe 
the  relief. 

I  entered  the  gate,  when  the  sentry  called 
out,  *'  Sergeant  of  the  guard,  here's  Lieutenant 
O'Connor!" 

The  man  addressed  ran  out — 

"  Lord !  sir,  they  are  looking  for  you  in  all 
directions.  Your  cloak  has  been  found  on  the 
banks  of  the  river.  They  say  Mr.  Clinton  is 
drowned,  and  all  the  gentlemen  and  half  the 
regiment  are  away  to  look  (or  him. 


.-^ 
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I  was  unexpectedly  horror-atrickcn-  The  mys- 
tcrious  language  and  dark  hints  the  strsnger  used, 
coupled  with  tbc  disappearance  of  the  Quaker 
girl,  assured  me  that  some  dreadful  calami^  had 
befallen  the  unhappy  lovers.  I  took  tlie  direction 
wJiere  I  obaerved  some  soldiers  moving ;  mid  at  ' 
the  distance  of  half  a  mile,  a  group  of  red  coats 
and  civiltan§  were  collected  on  the  banks,  and 
busily  employed  in  dragging  the  river. 

I  ran  at  speed,  and  was  quickly  on  the  spot- 
Twenty  ToiccK  pronounced  u)y  name,  and   the 
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"  I  drcBd  tli4t  OUT  ill-fated  companion  is  not 
fir  from  the  spot  where  th^  vere  found." 

"  I  am  perBiuded,"  I  answered,  "Uiat  bia 
body  is  in  the  river;  and  God  grant  his  be  the 
only  one  !  Under  what  circumstances  were  those 
things  ^scovered  ?" 

"  The  cloak,"  replied  the  colonel,  "  lay  care- 
lessly upon  the  bank,  as  if  it  had  been  thrown 
off  for  some  sudden  purpose.  The  pistols  were 
found  in  the  next  field.'* 

"  Pray  let  me  examine  tbem.  They  were 
loaded  when  Chnton  took  them,  and  the  charge 
a  singular  one.  I  could  not  find  balls  in  the  case, 
and  my  servant  cut  a  musket-bullet  into  quarters, 
and  two  slugs  were  put  into  each  barrel." 

The  weapons  were  brought.  On  examination 
it  waa  clear  that  neither  had  been  discharged,  and 
the  divided  bullet  was  found  exactly  as  I  de- 
scribed it. 

Our  attention  was  called  to  the  search  making 
in  the  river.  A  cry  arose  amoi^  the  soldiers 
that  the  drag  had  fiutened.     More  hands  seiied 
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the  rope — soracthing  heavy  came  gradual!/  op — 
and  before  it  touched  the  auriace,  female  gw- 
menta  were  disceniiblc.  Next  moraent  the  ho^ 
of  the  beautiful  Quaker  was  drawn  oot,  and  Iml 
upan  the  bank.  An  excUmalion  of  hitiror  bmrt 
from  the  crowd,  and  oil  ruslicd  forward  to  gSM 
upoa  a  countenance  that  yesterday  had  teemnl 
with  life  and  luvcliness,  and  whoec  beauty  ema 
death  could  scarcely  diminisb.  Her  dress  was 
not  in  the  leai^t  deranged — the  simple  bonnet  was 
tied  beneath  the  chin — the  gloves  were  on  her 
hands — not  a  ribbon  was  djsplaeed — not  s  pteJ 
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Btured  eompBiufai  vonld  be  diMonred ;  md  my 
conjectuie  was  soon  raified,  for  s  fev  cuts  of 
the  iron  raised  Clinton's  lifeless  corpse ! 

Like  the  body  of  ibe  sweet  victim  who  bey 
beside  hiin,  no  indication  of  liolence  was  viable 
oa  the  soldiet's.  His  unifoim  was  nsinjiired,  and 
not  a  button  torn  away.  Death  liad  not  been 
inflicted  by  a  plunderer ;  &r  a  Tsluable  ring  was 
on  the  finger,  and  a  watch  and  note-case  in  the 
pocket  when  the  body  was  recovered.  The  hat 
ahme  wag  vandng;  and  on  the  following  day  it 
was  found  in  a  miUpond,  whither  it  had  been 
cwried  by  the  stream. 

The  whole  afiur  was  involved  in  a  deep  and 
imp^ietrable  mystery.  There  were  no  marks 
upon  the  bodies — no  traces  of  a  recent  stn^f^ 
visible  on  the  rivei^bank.  The  night  had  not 
been  so  dark,  that  the  unhappy  couple  could 
have  acddentally  fallen  in;  and  if  they  had, 
Clinton  was  an  excellent  swimmei.  That  Agnes 
bad  any  acqnuntance  with  the  drowned  soldier, 
beyond  i^t  his  calling  titen.  at  the  sIk^  pt». 
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tluccd,  was  unknown  to  bcr  fnends  and  family. 
On  searching  lier  drawers  no  letter  or  note  was 
found;  and  Clinton's  private  papers,  many  of 
tliem  billet-doux,  threw  no  light  upon  the  trans- 
action. There  was  one  sealed  packet  of  con»- 
derable  site  found  in  his  writing-desk,  witlt  an 
cndorEement,  "  To  be  burned  when  1  am  dead" — 
und  in  accordance  with  the  wish  expressed  upon 
the  envelope,  it  was  immediately  committed  to 
the  flames. 

It  was  also  a  strange  circumstance  that  nobody 
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of  the  beautifnl  Agnes  elicited  from  all  who 
had  seen  or  known  her.  At  the  inquest  nothing 
was  elicited  connected  with  the  cause  of  theii 
deaths ;  and  the  bodies,  followed  by  an  immenae 
concourse,  were  a>nveyed  away.  Clinton's,  of 
course,  was  carried  to  the  barrack,  and  that  of 
the  gentler  sufferer  was  remoTcd  to  the  dwelling 
of  her  kindred. 

By  a  strange  accident  the  lunerals  occurred  at 
the  same  time,  and  the  processions  crossed  each 
other.  One,  with  the  unpretending  simplicity  of 
the  sect  she  belonged  to,  seemed  stealing  quietly 
from  the  scenes  of  busy  lift,  to  seek  that  "  end  of 
all  men" — the  grave.  The  other,  accompanied 
by  all  the  parade  that  marks  the  interment 
of  a  soldier — the  dead  march  pealing  from  the 
band — the  firing  party  before  the  coffin— the 
le^ment  following  with  slow  and  measured  step — 
moTed  to  the  cathedral,  in  whose  cemetery  Clin- 
ton's last  resting-place  had  been  prepared.  The 
service  of  the  dead  was  ended — thrice  the  voU^ 
of  his  own  company  rolled  over  their  departed 
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comrade — the  earth  rattled  on  the  escutcheoa 
tlut  bore  his  name — the  grave  was  lillcd — the 
music  of  the  dead  changed  to  s  merry  quick- 
step—  and  Clinton,  in  military  parlance,  wsi 
forgotten  I 

"  And,"  asked  a  young  lieutenant,  "wa*  that 
foul  and  fearful  deed  never  bTOUglit  to  light?" 

"Never"  —  replied  O'Connor,  "With  the 
dead  themselves  the  secret  appeared  to  rest. 
Many  years  have  since  passe^ovcr,  and  nothing 
has    ever    transpired    which    could    solve    the 


THE  major's  STOBV. 


141 


sare  the  deep  breathiitg  of  those  who  occupied 
the  bivouac.  It  told  that  those  it  sheltered  vere 
sleeping  more  soundly  on  their  truss  of  strav, 
Uian  many  a  careworn  bead  which  pressed  a 
downy  pillow. 


n 


ENTRANCE    INTO   FRANCE— BATTLES  OF 
THE  BIDASSOA  AND  THE  NIVELLE. 

Night  closed  around  the  coaqueroi'sway, 
Ad(I  IightniDgs  Bhow'd  the  distant  hill, 

Where  those  who  fought  that  dreadful  day. 
Stood  few  and  Cunt,  but  fearless  still  I 


Many  a  heart  that  now  beats  high, 
In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  lie. 


ENTRANCE    INTO    FRANCE  —  BATTLES    OP 
THE  BIDASSOA  AND  THE  HIVELLE. 


At  midnight,  on  the  6th  of  October,  the  British 
divinonB  got  ulently  under  arms.  A  storm  vu 
raging  furiously  —  thunder  was  pealing  round 
them — lightning  in  quick  and  vivid  flashes  fiared 
■cross  the  murky  sky — the  elemental  uproar  was 
reverberated  among  the  Alpine  heights — and  a 
wilder  night  was  never  chosen  for  a  military 
operation.  Gradually  the  tempest  exhausted  its 
fiiry — the  wind  ftU — the  rain  ceased — an  ovei^ 
whalming  heat  succeeded,  and  when  the  mmiitig 
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broke,  the  lending  brigades,  at  scvca  different 
poiDts,  plunged  into  the  Bidassoa ;  while  a  rocket 
rose  &om  the  ancient  eteeple  of  Fontarabia,  and 
the  sign&l  was  answered  by  a.  combined  morc- 
mcnt  from  the  heights,  of  all  the  divisions  then; 
drawn  up  in  order  of  battle. 

Perfect  EUCCCEs  crowned  this  daring  essay. 
The  leading  columns  were  nearly  across  the  river 
before  the  French  Hrc  opened.  Ground  difficolt 
and  broken  in  itself,  hud  been  carefully  strength- 
ened with  numerous  field-works;   hat  all   gare 
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sel^  and  avaited  the  £U1  of  PamploM,  wbitk 
Soult'a  repeated  defeats  rendered  ineTitaUe.  The 
gsrrisoB.  stiU.  obstinatelj  held  out;  and  kImb 
their  proTiaMis  vere  nearly  exhausted,  it  wai 
rumoured  that  tb^  intended,  rather  than  sur- 
render, to  blow  up  the  worlu,  and  take  thtir 
chance  of  escaping.  But  an  aasurance  botn  the 
Spanish  commander,  Don  Carlos,  that  should  the 
place  be  destroyed,  he  would  hang  the  goremor 
and  officers,  and  decimate  the  men,  prevented 
the  attempt;  and  on  the  30th  of  October  the 
garrison  yielded  themselves  pnaoneta  of  war,  and 
the  place  surrendered. 

Winter  was  now  set  in,  and  a  scawn  of  un^ 
usual  severity  had  commniced.  The  alliei 
were  sadly  exposed  to  the  weather,  and  increased 
cUfficulty  was  felt  every  day  in  procuring  tbe 
necessary  supplies.  Forage  became  so  scarce 
that  part  of  tbe  cavalry  had  nothing  f«  their 
horses  but  grass ;  wlule  the  cattle  for  the  soldicn* 
rations,  driven  Bometimes  fimn  tbe  inteiipr  s£ 
l2 
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Spain,  perished  in  immense  numbers  by  the  mr, 
or  reached  the  camp  so  wretchedly  reduced  in 
condition,  as  to  be  little  better  than  canion.  Re- 
sources from  the  sea  could  not  be  trusted  to^ 
the  coast  was  scarcely  approachsUe  in  blowii^ 
weather;  and  even  in  the  sheltered  harbour  of 
Passages,  the  transports  could  hardly  ride  to  their 
moorings,  in  consequence  of  the  heavy  swell  that 
tumbled  in  from  the  Atlandc.  The  cold  became 
intense — sentries  were  frozen  at  their  posts — and 
a  picket  at  RoQcesvalles  regularly  snoved  o^ 
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line  of  hiB  positioi],  and  strengtlieiiuig  Ins  d^ 
fences,  wherever  the  groand  would  admit  «B 
enemy  to  sppnnch.  The  fleld-wotka  extended 
from  the  sea  to  the  river>  as  the  right  rested  on 
St.  Jean-de-Liu,  and  the  left  on  the  Nivdle; 
The  centre  was  at  La  Petite  Rhnne  and  die 
hrights  of  Sarrt-.  The  whole  position  passed  in 
a  half-circle  through  Irogne,  Ascain,  Sarr^,  Ain- 
hone,  and  Espelette.  Though  the  centre  was 
commanded  by  a  higher  ridge,  a  narrow  Talley 
interposed  between  tbem.  The  entire  &ont  wtis 
covered  with  works,  and  the  sierras  defended  by  a 
chain  of  redoubts.  The  centre  was  particulariy 
strong,  as  a  r^ular  work,  ditched  and  palisaded, 
protected  it. 

To  turn  the  porition,  by  advancing  Hill's  corps 
through  St  Jean  Pied-de-Port,  was  first  deter- 
mined on ;  but  on  consideration,  this  plan  of  op^ 
rations  was  abandoned,  and  strong  as  the  centre 
was,  Wellington  resolved  that  on  it  bis  attat^ 
should  be  directed,  while  the  be^bts  of  Ainbbnb, 
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whicli  formed  its  euppoit,  should,  if  pasablc,  be 
CATtied  silnultiuicously. 

A  commander  less  nerved  tlian  ^'elliiigtoii. 
would  have  lacked  resolution  for  thU  hold  and 
nuisterly  operation.  Every  tlung  was  against 
him — every  chance  favoured  the  enemy.  TTie 
weather  was  dreadful — the  rain  fell  in  torrents— 
and  while  no  army  could  move,  the  enemy  Imd 
the  advantage  of  the  delay,  to  complete  the  de- 
fences nf  ft  position,  which  was  already  deemed 
to  he  almost  as  perfect  as  art  and  nature  could 
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son  uid  the  plan  of  the  attadc  arranged.  No 
opersdon  could  be  more  plain  or  straightforward. 
The  centre  was  to  be  csnied  b^  colmnnB  of  div»- 
uona,  and  the  tight  centre  turned.  To  all  the 
corps  their  lespectire  points  of  attack  were  u- 
dgned;  and  to  the  light  division  and  Longa'*! 
Spaniards,  the  Btorming  of  La  Petite  Rhune  wa« 
confided.  The  latter  were  to  be  supported  l^ 
Alten's  cavalry,  three  brigades  of  British  artillery, 
and  three  mountain  guns. 

The  8di  had  been  named  for  the  attack,  but 
the  roads  were  so  dreadfully  cut  up,  that  nether 
the  artillery  not  Hill's  brigades  could  get  into 
poution,  and  it  was  postponed  for  two  days 
longer.  The  lOth  dawned,  a  clear  and  moonlit 
morning.  Long  before  day,  Lord  Wellington 
and  several  of  the  generals  of  dividon  and  bri- 
gade, with  their  respective  stafis,  had  assembled 
in  a  small  wood,  five  hundred  yards  &om  the 
redoubt  above  the  village  of  Sarr£,  which  Ijiey 
only  waited  for  suffidoit  light  to  commence 
attacking. 
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Nothing  coultl  exccn^  the  courage  and  rapi<lity 
with  whidi  the  troops  rushed  on  and  overcame 
CTery  artilicial  and  natural  obstacle.  The  3d  and 
7th  cUvisious  advanced  In  front  of  the  villags. 
Downic's  Spanish  brigade  attacked  by  the  right, 
while  the  kft  waa  turned  by  Cole'a,  and  the 
whole  of  tlie  first  line  of  defences  ie(ii«iti<ed  m 
possession  of  the  allies. 

On  this  glorious  acca^ion  the  light  divisicBi 
was  pre-emiaently  distinguished.  By  mooidigfat 
it  moved  from  the  greater  La  Rbune,  and  fonocd 
in  a  ravine  which  separates  the  bolder  &om  ths 
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•at  psrt  of  the  position.  Here  a  motneiitary 
check  utested  thrar  pK^ress  — the  mpporting 
fiffce  (Spanuh)  were  too  dow — the  gioond  tcM 
nigged  for  the  horse  artilleiy  to  get  orer  it  witfi 
speed.  The  rifles  were  attacked  in  turn,  and 
for  a  moment  driven  back  by  a  mass  of  the 
enemy.  Bnt  the  reserve  came  ap— agmn  the 
light  troops  rushed  forward — the  French  gave 
wsjr— and  the  whole  of  the  lower  ridge  was  left 
in  possession  of  the  assailants. 

For  four  hours  the  combat  had  r^^,  and  in 
every  point  the  British  were  victorious.  A  man 
formidable  portion  remained  behind,  and  Wel- 
lington combined  his  efibrts  for  s  vigorous 
attack. 

This  mountain  position  extended  from  Mon- 
darin  to  Ascain.  A  long  TaOey,  through  whidi 
the  Nivelle  flows,  traverses  it ;  and  as  the  ground 
is  oneqoal,  the  higha  ptnnts  were  crowned  wtdt 
redoubts,  and  the  spaces  of  leveller  surface  occu- 
pied l^  ^  French  in  line  oi  column,  as  tlie 
natnte  of  the  grannd  beat  admitted.    Men  itt- 
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clined  to  fight  nem  had  a  field  Aat  oAni  m 
tuny  advantaget;  and  tfaoe  wen  mmm,  nm 
the  BritiBh  leader  and  the  qikafd  mrmj  W 
commanded,  who  would  Teuton  to  i 
numben,  posted  as  the  enemy  wwei 

The  dispoBitioiis  were  aoon  i 
word  was  given  —  and  in  six  i 
chain  of  ikiimiihen  in  ftont,  tlie  alliei  a 
to  the  attack. 

To  cany  a  stroi^  work,  or  aanil  a  b*^  of 
infimtiy  in  dose  column,  jdaoed  on  Am  cnal  of 
an  acclivity  that  requires  the  attacking  force  t 
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conld  tenst  the  duh  and  intrepidity  of  tfa« 
British ;  and  over  the  whole  extent  of  that  (tt- 
midaUe  podtion,  on  no  point  did  the  atteek 
fail 

In  thece  operationa  the  allies  had  3000  kOled 
and  vounded;  while  the  French  were  dnren 
from  a  matchlesa  position,  with  the  lost  of  60 
pieces  of  cannon,  1600  piiaoners,  and  some 
3500  fu)r$  de  combat! 

Nearly  at  the  close  of  the  stn^le,  while  the 
li^t  diriaioD  were  carrying  a  strong  redoubt  with 
a  rush ;  and  when,  with  tbnr  accustomed  auda- 
city, they  had  poahed  on  against  the  intrenched 
enemy  as  fearlessly  as  if  they  had  been  formed  on 
a  plain ;  a  stouter  oppoation  checked  them,  and, 
for  the  first  time,  the  assailants  were  stopped  by 
a  heavy  fire  &om  behind  the  abattis  cf  the  re- 
doubt. 

To  pause  for  breath — reattack  the  intzendi- 
ment — one  party  advancing  boldly  in  Stoat,  while 
the  two  othera  in  a  run  dashed  fimrard  right  and 
left  to  tnm  the  wo^ — waa  bat  the  bumnen  of  a 
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mmiMt.  In  frost  they  leaped  OT«r  die  ablltii, ' 
cm  the  flanks  they  jumped  into  the  ditdli'  kai 
the  defenders  had  scarcely  time  to  eaci^  fajr  the 
rear. 

When  forced  back  by  the  heavy  fire  from  the 
intrenchment,  O'Connor  wu  wotinded  in  the 
head,  and  his  companions  urged  him  to  Tettre, 
and  obtain  suigical  asGistance ;  bat  he  refiued  to 
quit  the  field,  and  binding  a  handkerchief  ots 
his  bleeding  temples,  led  on  the  second  attadt 
ETer  finemost,  he  cleared  the  ditdi,  snd  awflad 

1  hand  sprang  through  the  embrasure,  aa  the 
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longer — his  head  sank  back — but  a  wild  and 
raterated  buzza  rose  over  the  vhole  aurfiue  of 
the  battle-ground,  and  told  that  Wdlington  wu 
again  a  conqueror! 


SICK   QUARTERS— DEPRESSION— AN  UNEX- 
PECTED LETTER. 


You  look  not  wpll,  Signor  Antooio. 

Merchant  op  Venice. 


The  fresliDess  of  the  heart  cao  fali  like  dew. 

Don  JnAB, 


Grieved,  but  perhaps  her  feeling  may  be  better 
Shown  in  the  following  copy  of  her  letter. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


SICK   QUARTERS— DEPRESSION— AN   UNBX. 
PECTED  LETTER. 

A  MONTH  wore  heaTily  tbiougb,  ind  O'Connor 
contiiiued  an  invalid,  for  his  voimdB  healed 
slo«I}r.  To  one  of  his  energetic  dispoddon,  a 
state  of  inactivity  was  nxwt  disagreeable;  and 
when  every  courier  that  arrived  bnmght  fretli 
details  of  Wdlington'a  triumphant  advance,  the 
Aaahled  soldier  began  to  loathe  the  confinnuent 
of  dck  quarters,  and  execrate  the  evil  fortune 
which  prevented  his  sharing  in  those  proud  ac- 
tions that  for  a  time  closed  the  glorious  roll  of 
British  victory — Orthei  and  Toulonse. 
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Local  circutDBtances  increased  these  rejRnnigti 
ivhicli  indispaBitioii  had  engcDdered.  The  rnooo- 
tony  of  a  place  filled  with  sick  men,  and  that  Um 
a  wretched  hamlet  in  the  Pyrenees — dull,  cotn- 
fortles.t,  and  deserted*— was  hejirt-sinliiu^  to  > 
Bpirit  that,  till  now,  had  never  been  absent  when 
daring  deeds  were  dohig.  Every  face  be  looted 
on  was  marked  with  some  sad  traces  of  disease — 
every  one  he  encountered  in  his  sombre  wall 
seemed  afflicted  with  premature  decrepitude.  If 
he  remained  within,  O'Connor  was  obliged  tO 
witness  the  suiterings  of  his  brave  compauion»-^H 
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No  wonder  then  that  the  soldier's  finnnegf  heguk 
to  fail,  and  gloomy  forebodings  tormented  hin. 
While  ererj  day  teemed  vith  brave  adrcutuni, 
he  who  hud  been  foremost  in  the  gallant  throng 
remuned  cooped  in  a  mountain  bamletj  with  no 
occupation  left  but  to  contemplate  the  varied 
forms  which  human  suSeriiig  can  assume .' 

In  the  fever  of  war — in  the  phrensied  ex- 
citement of  a  campaign,  where  battle  followed 
close  on  battle — the  iailure  of  hia  suit  to  Mary 
Howard  bad  been  half  fo^otten.  He  thought  of 
her  in  secret ;  but  a  succesnon  of  daring  opera- 
tions and  sparkling  scenes  of  victory,  dispelled 
uneasy  musbgs,  and  softened  the  painiiil  memory 
of  his  disappointment.  But  now  in  the  silence 
of  a  sick  room,  or  the  solitude  of  a  lonely  ramble^ 
the  image  of  the  lost-one  returned  with  poignant 
vividness.  Vunly  he  taxed  his  firmness — vsinljr 
he  summoned  resolution,  and  strove  to  "pluck 
&oro  the  memory"  a  recollection  that,  in  his  pre- 
sent irritable  mood,  stung  him  almost  to  mad- 
ness. Alas.'  the  arrow  was  at  his  heart;  and 
■  S 
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dscfHiig  or  waking.  Mar;  Hownd 
tbooghts. 

It  was  strange  too,  that,  tboDgb  so  long  fion 
England,  no  intimation  of  Mary's  msniage  hif 
reached  hun.  Letters,  no  doubt,  mtscarncd  fi» 
quently ;  but  eight  mouths  had  elapsed  since  Uio 
lifle  detachment  bad  marched  &oin  AsbfieM ;  ant 
whether  his  lost  love  had  bccone  the  wtie  of 
another  or  still  remained  unwcdded,  was  wnnped 
in  doubt. 

Still,  even  this  unccrtaintjr  aflbrdod  at  tiiiMa  a 
nuntmful  jdeaeurc.    Tliougfa  loat  to  htm,  it  wooU 
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Howard's  faesrt  tn^lit  lure  been  fais ;  and  -iritfi 

a  nameless  feeling  from  winch  his  pride  rerohed, 
he  dung  to  a  lover's  hope,  and  augured,  from  an 
annonnceinent  of  her  marriage  having  Tient 
reached  bim,  that  Phillips  had  forfeited  her  re- 
gard, and  eren  yet  that  be  and  Mary  should  be 
happy. 

The  dnlnesB  of  the  Pyrenean  hamlet  was  ren- 
dered more  intolerable  from  a  scarcity  of  booki, 
or  of  any  thing  besides,  that  could  divert  the 
tedium  of  a  wet  day.  A  volume  of  Gil  Blaa^ 
two  or  three  monkish  directories — and  a  Racing 
Calendar,  found  in  the  ssddle-bsgs  of  a  dead 
dragoon,  formed  the  whole  library  of  the  canton- 
ment. Sometimes  a  mutilated  newspaper  reached 
the  detenue,  and  most  frequently  it  came  thither, 
wrapping  some  package  that  bad  arrived  from 
England.  A  trunk  that  had  for  months  beat 
fbllowing  an  officer,  now  among  the  wounded, 
foimd  him  in  this  miserable  retirement.  It  con- 
tained a  general  refit,  despatched  to  the  nek  man 
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amusbg;  and  O'Connor  took' up  the  last  frag- 
ment, wondering  at  the  Interest  which  a  t^m 
newspaper  possessed  among  the  Pyrenees. 

He  would  have  been  happier  had  he  passed 
that  fragment  by  unheeded.  It  was  a  scrap  from 
the  Morning  Post.  Ere  his  eye  rested  a  second  on 
the  paper,  his  cheek  turned  pale — his  brow  com- 
pressed itself-— and  his  hand  trembled.  There  he 
found  a  paragraph,  among  some  others  contain- 
ing the  idle  gossip  of  the  day.  Though  names 
were  not  mentioned,  the  soldier  was  at  no  loss  to 
understand  who  the  parties  were  to  whom  it 
alluded.    It  stated  that  ''the  dashing  CapUun 

P ,  who  had  recently  left  the  rifles  for  the 

—  light  dragoons,  and  whose  antipathy  to  the 
Peninsula  had  occupied  the  attention  of  bodi 
fashionable  and  military  coteries,  had  solved  the 
mystery  last  week,  by  eloping  with  a  village 
beauty.  The  fugitives  had  headed  northward; — 
and  the  old  vicar  of  A d  was  inconsolable." 

The  paper  fell  from  O'^Connor^s  grasp.  Mary 
Howard  was  lost  to  him  for  ever — ^Mary  Howard 
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dejected — and  be  vho  had  been  once  iqjMded  «- 
a  Bun  vho  aet  fertnne  at  defiance,  appeared' 
unUng  bofpft^  a  fixed  depRnion  that  none 
could  account  ftr— as  none  emikl  guess  the  cause. 
The  gawtte,  issued  after  die  battle  of  Oithes, 
readied  the  isolated  cantonment  xif  the  voonded, 
and  O'Coanoi  was  in  the  list,  a  Eeutenani'CoIond. 
He  seemed  to  read  hia  promo^n  irith  indiffii!^ 
enoe,  and  the  wonder  of  those  aboat  him  wai 
redoubled. 

Toulouse  waM  foogbt.  Sonlt  made  a  last  and 
desperate  essay  to  arrest  the  British  guietal  in  his 
victorious  career ;  but  that  ngnecesssry  expeo- 
diture  of  human  life  ended  in  a  s^al  defeat,  and 
added  another  laurd  to  the  conqueror's  wreath. 
An  annistice,  followed  by  a  total  cessation  of  hos- 
tilities, immediately  succeeded.  The  Bourns 
were  restored,  and  Napoleon  abdicated  the  tbnme 
of  France  to  assume  the  mockery  of  royalty  in 
Elba. 

At  this  period  a  mecEcal  officer  of  superior  ranlc 
Tinted  the  ondying  nek  and  vwmded,  iriio  had 
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health  became  rapidly  established^  and,  better 
still,  his  mental  quietude  was  once  more  restored. 
He  now  had  schooled  his  heart  to  submission, 
and  learned  to  think  of  Mary  Howard  as  of  one 
dead  to  him  altogether.  Of  her  total  alienation 
no  doubt  remained,  and  consequently  idle  hopea 
no  longer  obtruded  themselves.  O'Connor's 
cheerfulness  returned;  and,  to  the  delight  of 
many  of  his  <dd  companions  whom  he  occasion- 
ally encountered  on  the  road,  the  gallant  colonel 
became  ^^  himself  again/' 

He  had  been  at  this  period  four  months  a  ram- 
bler, and  only  awaited  the  arrival  of  despatches  he 
expected  from  England,  to  quit  Rome,  leave  the 
continent,  and  turn  his  steps  towards  home.  The 
packet  came — ^he  broke  the  seal  impatiently — ^it 
contained  several  letters  from  his  agent ;  but  what 
astonished  him  deeply  was  to  find  in  the  parcel 
<me  in  the  weU-remembered  handwriting  of  his 
lost  Mary.  He  unclosed  it  with  a  trembling 
hand**-*4ind  his  surprise  increased  while  he  read 
the  fbUoWmg  liaca : 
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^  I  hstt  seen  two  events  noticed  m  tbe  ji 
wbich  have  given  me  pain  and  plcasnre — your 
name  in  the  return  of  t)ie  wounded,  nod  aftenraitb 
in  the  gazette,  which  contained  the  list  of  prontfl 
Uons  after  the  battle  of  Touhiusc.  Far  nnfl 
weeks  I  remained  extremely  wnrtctied,  nndl'a 
paragraph  in  the  Times  relieved  my  anxiety,  by 
DOticing  you  among  tho§c  who  were  Btated  to  he 
convalescent.  I  trust  the  health  of  my  dear  and 
Talucd  friend  is  now  completely  re-«gtabK«h^, 
Hnd  that  his  native  air,  to  which  the  nevspapen 
mention  him  as  about  to  return,  will  effect  a 
speedy  cure,  if  such  be  not  already  complcted.4 
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Phillips  baYe  nerer  met  flinoe  I  quitted  my 
xenCs  house,  and  oonaented  to  what,  uider  oidw 
naiy  drcumstanees,  would  have  been  indelicate  ■ 
a  hiimed  and  irregular  marriage.  But  a  stem 
necessity  required  this  saoifiee  of  feding.  I 
owed  it  to  my  husband,  and  I  submitted. 

*^  I  am  not  wdl — and  to  you  I  should  Uuah 
to  confess  it— J  am  no^  Aofipy.  Reading  among 
strangers— «rtraxq^  ficom  my  beloved  fisither— 
the  absences  of  Phillips  are  become  longer  every 
time  he  leaves  me.  Military  duty  calls  him  fie* 
quently  away ;  and,  as  he  says,  the  vq;iment  is 
fiur  too  dissipated  to  permit  me  to  accompany 
him  to  head-quarters.  Yet  this  to  me,  strange 
as  I  am  to  worldly  etiquette,  appears  most  siiH 
gular;  finr  the  cokmePs  wife  and  several  ladies 
beside,  are  constantly  resident  with  their  bus- 
bands. 

'<  When  we  meet,  O'Connor,  I  will  open  my 
whole  heart  to  you.  I  am  miserable — depressed— 
overwhdmed  with  horrible  forebodings— doubts 
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which  I  dare  scarcely  tbiolf  of,  and  wttidi  my 
hand  could  never  trace  on  paper.  Possibly  mv 
Eituation  dispirits  mc,  and  I  harass  myself  with 
rata  fean*.  God  giant  tliat  it  may  be  bo  ! — uul 
I  sliall  be  too  happy  ! 

"£rc  you  arrive  in  England  I  shall  in  all 
probability  have  become  a  inotlier.  If  life  is 
spared  in  that  approachuig  trial — come  to  mc. 
I  have  no  bosom  in  which  to  confide  my  fean 
and  sorrows  but  one — and  that  is  yours — my 
more  than  brother !  " 

('  Farewell,  dear  O'Connor.  I  am  so  weak 
god  nervous,  that  you  will  scarcely  dcdpfaer  wbst 
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dsricened  and  a  flush  came  over  his  pale  chedk. 
He  folded  it  again,  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket- 
book. 

^^.Yes,  Mary,  I  will  be  with  thee.  Under  all 
this  mystery  attendant  on  his  marriage,  Phillips 
has  some  villany  concealed.  Where  was  the 
necessity  for  an  elopement?  Why  not  present 
Mary  to  his  regiment  ?  The  scoundrel  means  her 
false ;  and  she,  poor  artless  dupe,  at  last  suspects 
him.  Let  me  see."  He  took  the  letter  out,  and 
examined  the  date  and  postmarks.  It  was  written 
two  months  since,  and  had  followed  him  from 
place  to  place,  until  it  found  him  at  Rome.  The 
delay  was  most  vexatious.  What  would  Mary 
think?  No  deliverer  appearing — md  even  her 
appeal  for  months  unnoticed.  O'Connor  sum- 
moned his  servant,  and  issued  orders  for  an  im- 
mediate departure. 

^^  Mary,''  he  said,  ^'  I  may  not  be  able  to  re- 
dress thy  wrongs,  but  I  can  avenge  them.  If 
that  false  villain  has  abused  thy  confidence,  his 
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Ophelia.    I  hope  all  will  be  well.    We  must  be  patient: 

but  I  cannot  choose  but  weep.    My  brother 

shall  know  of  it. 

Hamlet. 
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ARRIVAL  IN  LONDON. 


No  accident  interrupted  the  coloneFs  journey, 
and  in  a  shorter  time  than  conld  have  been  anti- 
cipated, be  reached  the  British  metropolis  and 
droTe  to  a  wesl-end  hotel.  The  eyening  was  fkr 
advanced — he  de^tched  a  hasty  dinner— and 
having  inquired  the  direction  of  the  obscure 
street  where  his  still-beloved  Mary  resided,  he 
determined  to  set  out  at  once  and  find  her  with« 
out  delay. 

While  waiting  for  a  coach,  he  threw  his  eyea 
carelessly  over  a  morning  paper;  and  with  consi- 
derable satisfiiction,  read  in  the  lisl  of  tfrivals  at 
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a  neighbouring  hotel,  the  name  of  his  gtih 
countryman  O'Brien,  nov,  and  must  deservedl] 
a  major. 

The  address  that  Mary  had  given  him  In  ha 
long-delayed  letter,  was  to  a  newly-built  row  of 
houses  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Regent's  Park.  Half 
an  hour's  driving  brought  him  to  the  place  ;  and 
having  discharged  the  coach  at  the  end  of  tlw 
Gtreet,  he  walked  dowly  down  to  find  the  number 
of  thf  house. 

From  the  appearance  of  the  bulldingE  and  the 
rciQolencBB  of  the  situation — noneofthenumeroaa 
streets    and    terraces  which   environ   the    Parit 
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window  save  one  in  the  basement  story,  and  after 
pausing  for  a  minute  to  collect  his  thoughts,  he 
knocked  gently  at  the  door.  The  candle  dis- 
appeared from  the  room  below — then  beamed 
through  the  fanlight  of  the  hall — and  a  woman^s 
voice  next  moment  inquired  who  he  was,  and 
what  he  wanted  ?  On  asking  for  Mrs.  Phillips, 
the  door  was  instantly  unclosed ;  and  the  owner 
of  the  house,  a  decent  and  elderly  person,  held 
the  light  up  to  examine  the  features  of  the  late 
visiter.  Accidentally,  the  cloak  in  which  he  had 
wrapped  himself  fell  back  from  O^Connor's  face. 
The  woman  screamed — "  Can  it  be  possible  ?'* 
she  exclaimed.  <^  Good  God !  it  is  her  long- 
expected  brother !"  She  invited  the  stranger  to 
come  in — closed  the  hall- door — and  conducted 
him  into  a  clean  but  plainly-furnished  parlour. 

*'  Alas  !  colonel" — she  continued — '*  It  is  no 
wonder  I  was  astonished.  I  never  expected  to 
have  seen  you — nor  did  the  dear  lady  herself. 
For  many  a  weary  week  she  looked  daily  for  a 
letter  from  abroad ;  and  when  any  w^  delivered 
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^^  Alas !  it  is  sony  tidings  for  a  brother.  She 
is  gone  home  to" — and  she  paused. 

"  Go  on — go  on — for  God's  sake/^ 

"  To  die  r 

**  Die  ! — Ohy  no— -impossible !  She  was  in  att 
the  bloom  of  yonth,  and  health  was  painted  on 
her  rosy  cheek,  when  I  left  her  but  a  year  ago.'' 

*^  Ah !  that  year  I  suspect  has  done  the  mis- 
chief sir.  I  fear,  poor  lady,  health  and  happi- 
ness during  that  short  period  were  lost.^ 

**  But  when  did  she  go  ? — ^where  to  ? — ^witfa 
whom  ?    Speak — I  am  in  torture !" 

^^  Her  father — God  pity  him,  poor  old  man ! — 
came  for  her  about  ten  days  ago.  They  set  out 
by  easy  stages  for  his  vicarage  in  a  carriage^  and 
the  nurse  and  baby,  with  her  trunks,  went  by  the 
maiL  A  strange  dark-complexioned  woman,  who 
visited  her  constandy  when  Captain  Phillips  was 
away — and  latterly  he  was  seldom  here — travelled 
with  her  as  a  niurse-tender !" 

'^  A  dark  woman !" 

*'  Ay— dark  as  a  gipsy ;  but  she  was  too  hand^ 
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some  «nd  wtJMressetl  to  be  one.     I  •appose  i 
WAS  toaiv  forcigDtT." 

"  Was  the  lady  long  your  liKlgcr?" 
"  Nearly  e'li.  muiiUis.     She  came  hero  a  fort- 
night before  her  conftDemcnt.     The  captain  took 
the  lodgings." 

''  Her  confmement.  Is  the  child  tivmgf 
"  Yes — ^and  a  lovely  boy  as  evpr  eyes  looked 
upon.  He  ira»  baptized  by  her  father,  at  lite 
poor  lady's  request,  the  day  before  they  lefL  It 
nas.  alas!  a  melancholy  christening.  I  tboagfat 
I  wotdd  never  weep  so  much,  but  I  coald  aoC 
iiclpit;  for  the  mother,  while  the  babe  was  named^ 
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"  Willingly,  colonel.  I  need  hold;  nothiag  \mk 
from  you ;  for  it  is  already  written  to  you  by  tbe 
lady/' 

«  Written." 

^^  Ay — I  have  the  letter  locked  up  in  my  desk) 
and  will  give  it  to  you  presently.^' 

^'  Well,  your  tale,  my  good  fri^^l.  All  that 
befel  my  sister — ^keep  nothing  from  me.^ 

^^  I .  will  not  indeed,  colonel" — and  taking  a 
chair,  the  hostess  thus  continued : 

^^  It  was  in  the  beginning  of  winter  that 
Captain  Phillips  drove  here  in  a  hackney-coach, 
and  looked  at  the  lodgings.  He  inquired  parti- 
cularly if  they  were  very  private;  and  on  my 
assuring  him  that  they  were,  at  once  engaged 
them.  Two  days  afterwards  be  came  here  with 
your  sister;  and  here  the  dear  lady  continued 
luitil  she  left  this,  I  fear,  for  the  grave."  The 
good-hearted  woman  burst  into  tears,  and  the 
soldier  was  deeply  affected.  Presently  she  re- 
sumed her  story : 

«<  I  never  saw  so  lovely  a  creature  as*  tl^^ 
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fluiprifling  them  together — finr  dunng  the  last  bbl 
weeks  that  she  remained  here,  he  never  was  m 
this  house  but  onoe. 

^^  That  once  I  shall  never  forget ;  for  that  dreact- 
fid  visit  will  cause  the  kdy^s  death.  God  forgive 
me  if  I  wrong  him!  She  had  only  left  her 
room  a  few  days — of  course  she  was  weak  and 
nervous^  and  little  able  to  siqiport  the  interview 
that  followed.  The  obtain  came ;  and  as  he  did 
always  when  intending  to  remain,  he  sent  his  gig 
and  sarvant  awi^.  They  dined — he  appeared 
unusually  agoeeable;  and  she,  poor  diing,  happier 
than  I  had  for  a  long  time  observed  her.  An 
hour  afterwards  a  wild  shridc  startled  me  I  I  was 
sitting  in  the  apartment  underneath  this  one- 
ran  up  in  terror— and  on  the  stairs  encountered 
Captain  Phillips.  He  passed  me — flung  the  hall 
door  open,  and  ran  down  die  street  as  if  a  robber 
were  behind  him.  The  shriek  was  again  re- 
peated— ^the  lady's  attendant  called  loudly  for 
assistanoe — I  flew  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
fiMmd  your  sister  in  convulsions.    Her  suffisrings, 
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that  the  packet  came  from  his  lost  love,  the  devif^ 
upon  the  seal  would  have  been  sufficient.  It  wa^ 
the  impression  of  an  antique  ring  that  he  b^d 
found  buried  in  the  sands  when  assisting  tli^e 
engineers  in  throwing  up  a  field-work  in  Egypt^ 
and  which,  in  happier  days,  he  had  prevailed  on 
Mary  to  accept.  The  landlady  lighted  another 
candle^  and  would  have  retired  from  the  room  to 
leave  the  soldier  to  peruse  his  beloved  one's 
epistle  —  but  O^Connor  hesitated  to  break  the 
envelope ;  and  he  who  had  led  a  storming  party 
to  the  breach,  trembled  to  unclose  a  lady's  letter* 
He  bade  the  good  woman  a  hasty  farewell — 
threw  himself  into  the  coach — returned  to  the 
hotel — retired  to  his  room — locked  the  door — and 
there  read  the  ruin  of  the  most  spotless  victim 
who  ever  fell  a  sacrifice  to  the  machinations  of  a 
heartless  profligate ! 
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A  tale  so  sad !  a  maid  of  noble  birth 

By  solemn  vows  seduced — abandoned — left 

To  shame  and  anguish ! 

3(e  3|e  :|e  :|e  :|e  :|e 

He  was  a  villain ! 
Prayers,  sighs,  tears,  oaths — nothing  was  spared  to  win  her. 
She  listened  and  believed. 

:)(  :|e  He  He  *  4: 

Adelgttha.  I'll  meet  him — 

Sink  at  his  feet — bathe  them  with  tears — implore  him 

To  spare  a  ruined  wretch ;  and  if  he  spurns 

Me  and  my  grie& — 

Claudia.  What  wilt  thou  then  ? 

Adelgitha.    Die ! — die,  Claudia,  die  I 

M.  G.  Lewis. 
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MEMOIR  OF  A  RUINED  BEAUTY, 


Mt  hand  trembles — at  times  my  pnrpose 
fidls — and  I  know  not  bow  to  begin  the  sad  and 
disgraceful  disclosure.  I  have  waited  week  after 
week  for  an  answer  to  my  letter.  None  came — 
and  yoa  are  dead,  or  I  deemed  worthless. 
0'Ck>nnor,  you  shall  nerer  know  what  I  felt  after 
you  had  left  me.  That  secret  goes  with  me  to 
the  grave,  and, 'with  my  imprudence,  both  will 
be  there  shortly  forgotten. 

I  haye  a  strong  conviction  that  we  shall  never 
meet  in  this  world,  though  Ellen  assures  me  that 
we  shall;  and  I  cannot  go  to  aaother  and  a  better 

VOL.  III.  o 
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Being,  wiibout  assuring  you,  my  valued  ffl 
that  in  bU  save  worldly  experience  I  have 
thing  with  which  to  reproach  myself — and 
I  have,  alas !  been  sinned  against,  and 
Binning. 
«  «  *  *  « 

I  am  weaker  to-day.  Two  things  alone  req 
an  explanation — my  marriage,  and  my  abanc 
nenL  While  strength  lasts  I  must  make 
eflbi't,  atid  give  you  a  brief  detail  of  both. 

After  your  emharkation,  Phillips  visited 
my   father's,   an   acknowled^red   and    accej: 
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to  hint  my  suspicions.  He  seemed  mortified ; 
but  by  degrees  admitted  that  my  fears  wcire 
true,  and  promised  to  repose  full  confidence  in 
me  on  the  morrow. 

We  strolled  out  next  day — turned  into  a 
retired  forest-walk — and  there  Phillips  freely 
unbosomed  himself.    He  had  an  old  and  singu- 
larly-tempered uncle.    He  was  dying — ^the  dis- 
ease hopeless—a  few  months  must  bring  him 
to  the  grave — and  Phillips  was  heir  to  his  large 
estates.    It  was  the  old  man's  fancy  that  his 
successor  should  form  a  titled  alliance.   Phillips 
bad  evaded  matrimony  hitherto,  and  he  endea- 
voured to  amuse  the  dying  invalid  with  hopes 
which  probably  he  should  never  live  long  enough 
to  see  overturned.    His  actions,  he  added,  were 
vigilantly  observed — he  had  grasping  kinsmen 
jealous  of  the  regard  the  old   man  evinced, 
and    they   would    gladly    seize    any    oppor- 
tunity to  ruin  him  with  his  wealthy  relotivie. 
Our  marriage,  he  feared,  would  afibrd  the  de- 
sired means*,    He  cared  not  for  bioiseUl   ^Qf 

o2 
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that  be  had  already  given  the  strangest  | 
by  quituog  his  regiment  ratfaer  tban  leare  the 
woman  be  adored,  and  thus  exposiitg^  faimsetf  lo 
the  most  offensive  imputations  that  ocxild  be 
attached  to  a  eoldier's  name.  This  be  bad  en- 
dured without  a  murmur;  and  he  was  {nrepaitd 
now  to  Bucrifice  his  brilliant  prospects,  aod  alunr 
bow  ardent  and  disinterested  his  lofv  was.  I 
listened  to  himuith  pain.  1  bad  Dofoctone — 
and  Phillips's  passion  for  me  must  cost  hini  a 
rich  inheritance.  I  urged  him  lo  postpone  tm 
marriage,  and  wait  until  circumstances  wouM 
admit  our  union  talcing  place,  without  the  nn»- 
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and  as  if  ft  laj  of  hope  flashed  aeross  his  mlii/ 
his  eyes  brighteDed,  and  he  exchuttied*-^  Yesy 
Maiy^  there  is  a  dianee — nay,  a  certainly  of 
averting  the  ruin  which  the  <dd  man's  anger 
would  entail  upon  ns;.  Mary,  I  must  pro^re  yoor 
lo<re.  Dare  yon  trust  yourself  with  him  who  so> 
devotedly  adores  yon;  and,  waving  for  a  month 
or  two  a  pnUie  ceremonial,  wed  me  privately  ?** 

Istarted!  ^  Oh — no,  no,  PhilKps.  I  will  share 
your  poverty,  if  poverty  is  to  be  the  price  of 
loving ;  but  if  I  consented  to  such  a  step,  even 
you  would  afterwards  despise  me*'^ — ^  Ob, 
Mary  V*  he  replied,  <^  how  little  do  yo«  hnow 
my  heart.  Were  it  poBstt>le  that  the  feelinga 
with  which  I  regard  you  could  be  increased,  thiit 
confidence  would  make  me  love  you  more  deviK 
tedly."  Why,  O'ConncNr,  weary  you  with  die 
jdeaduigs  of  specious  artifice.  I  yielded  a  fe<k> 
Uictant  cimsent,  and  on  the  third  night  set  off 
lor  Scotland  with  the  deceiver. 

We  travelled  rapidly  for  two  days^  and  reached 
the  froiilier  safely.    There  was  no  one  to  inters 
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parent  that  I  had  yielded  to  necessity  alone^  aodi 
that  my  filial  affection  was  unchanged  and- 
unchangeable. 

We  arriyed  in  London,  and  the  same  consi**' 
deration  that  rendered  a  private  marriage  indi8<-« 
pensable,  required  us  to  live  in  the  strictest 
retirement  To  every  wish  that  Phillips  ex- 
pressed, I  submitted  without  a  murmur.  We* 
resided  in  obscure  lodgings,  and  excepting  when< 
we  walked  into  the  fields  in  the  evening,  or 
visited  the  theatres  closely  mufiied  up,  I  nev^r 
left  the  house.  This  change  from  the  life  of 
exercise  which  I  had  previously  led,  began  ta 
affect  my  health ;  but  I  kept  it  from  my  hus- 
band, and  waited  patiently  until  the  necessity 
for  all  concealment  should  terminate. 

That  time  came.  Phillips  had  been  away  for 
a  week,  and  every  post  brought  fresh  excuses, 
for  his  absence.  No  letter  came  that  day,  and 
of  course  I  expected  him  at  night ;  and  while  I 
counted  the  hours  until  he  should  arrive^  I  strover 
to  while  them  away  by  reading*    An  evening 
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wronged  the  being  wtio  had  loved  "  not  wiMyn 
but  too  well/'  he  became  resesred,  and  Bom^ 
limes  peevkh  and  unkind.  The  slightest  alli^ 
sioD  to  our  marriage,  any  expressien  oi  surprise 
at  the  continued  concealment  in  which  we  livedo 
irritated  and  annoyed  him;  and,  before  my 
child  was  bom,  he  appeared  happy  iriien  any 
excuse  offered  him  a  plea  for  being  absent. 

I  was  confined — my  baby  saw  the  light- 
no  father  prayed  beside  his  daughter's  couch—* 
no  husband  cheered  her  sinking  spmts  durmg 
the  hour  of  suffering.  Alas !  alas  I  the  truth 
was  too  apparent — I  was  no  longer  an  ol^ect  of 
the  love  of  him  who  ruined  me ! 

#  4e  :ic  :ic  :ic  :|e 

Feeble — and  feebler  still — my  trembling 
fingers  now  hold  a  pen  with  difficulty,  I  am 
hastening  to  the  grave ;  and  when  you  return  to 
England^  O'Connor,  the  narrow  house  will  be 
my  abiding-place. 

I  shoukl  have  sank  imder  my  afflictions^  or 
Inst  my  reason^  had  not  aa  humble,  but  faithfiil 
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fiieaiJ,  watched  over  me  aa  a  motbet  I 
dying  infant — that  pei^&oD  tvas  EUeo  the  gip< 
She  ficldom  left  me — whea  I  desponded  « 
cheeri^d  me  up — and  wbeD  I  abondoued  iio| 
aud  became  nearly  crazed,  she  placed  nty  i 
starred  baby  in  my  arms,  and  a«ked  me,  woa 
1  repay  his  iaaocent  smiles  by  robbing  lum 
his  uolher.  She  eeeoied  to  po^ise&s  a.  spell 
rouGe  me  in  my  Ion-eat  mood,  and  almost  reco; 
cile  me  to  life. 

Three  weeltB  bad  passed — Phillips  had  b« 

all  that  time  with  his  regiment,  if  one  or  two  * 
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knocked — the  maid  brought  up  a  letteiw^^it  wasx 
from  my  husband,  and  couched  in  much  wanner'^ 
terms  than  thoee  in  which  his  notes  had  latterly 
been  worded — it  intimated  his  intention  of  being 
with  me  that  day  for  dinner. 

Ellen  read  the  billet  oyer.  She  looked  at 
me— perused  the  letter  again — and  muttered, 
"  Too  kind  to  be  sincere— -lady,  be  firm — ^pre- 
pare  for  a  surprise — and  it  may  not  be  one  from 
which  pleasure  comes." 

''  I  cannot  be  more  wretched,  Ellen,  than  I 
anu  Let  it  come — I  am  too  miserable  to  heed 
it'' 

The  gipsy  shook  her  head;  and,  as  she  hated 
Phillips,  left  the  house  immediately. 

He  came — I  heard  his  step  upon  the  stairs-— 
my  heart  beat  violently — ^but,  oh !  how  different 
the  feeling  was  from  the  throb  of  delight  with 
which,  a  few  months  since,  I  listened  for  a 
lover's  return !  He  kissed  me  tenderly — asked 
for  our  boy — took  the  child  in  his  arms-* 
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Aias  i  Phfllips,  I  have  siiieKd  aach ;  bet 
could  I  oDly  reclaim  that  truant  heart  c^  ihim, 
no  allusion  to  the  pait  ahould  erer  escape  my 
lipsy  and  I  would  think  of  nothing  but  the 
joyovft  change  that  had  again  replaced  me  m  the 
afiectioas  of  an  alienated  husband/' 

*'  Ah !  Mary,"  he  aaid, ''  I  have  been  appa- 
rently unkind ;  but  I,  too,  have  been  nnhaf^y. 
I  have  destroyed  myself  by  play,  and  nothing 
but  one  act  can  save  me  from  perdition.  Yon 
are  the  arbitress  of  my  £Ette  V 

*^  II  wfLjj  what  can  I  do?  We  must  live 
humbly,  Phillips.  Ahi  I  partly  understand 
you.    These  lodgings  are  too  expenstre" — 

'^  Damnation  !*'  he  exclaimed.  **  No,  no, 
Mary.  Ill  change  you  to  a  residence  more 
fitted  for  beauty  like  yours  to  dwell  in— «  car- 
riage*-«n  establishiaent — every  thing  which 
that  gentle  heart  can  long  for— all  shall  be 
yours!" 

I  stared  at  him,  and  shuddered.  I  feared 
that  misfortune  bad  unsettled  his  brain.     A 
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have  married  without  this  lowering  concetil- 
ment," 

**  The  world  believe/^  he  continued  carelessly, 
''  that  we  are  not  wedded.'* 

**  Oh  God !  how  dreadful  must  that  suspicion 
be  to  you.  How  insulting,  PhiUips,  to  know, 
that  the  reputation  of  a  stainless  wife,  the  legiti- 
macy of  a  guiltless  infant,  are  questioned  from 
the  necessity  of  a  clandestine  ceremony !" 

**  Mary,  you  have  made  one  sacrifice — another 
would  render  me  the  happiest  of  men ;  for  it 
will  enable  me  to  place  you,  where  beauty  and 
gentleness  like  yours  deserve  to  be — in  luxury 
and  splendour." 

"  I  cannot  comprehend  your  meaning,  Phil- 
lips." 

"  Hear  me  calmly,  Mary" — and  he  appeared 
to  be  making  a  strong  effort  to  gain  courage  for 
an  embarrassing  explanation.  ^*  I  am,  as  I  have 
told  you,  ruined.  I  have  play-debts  in  them- 
selves of  no  great  amount — but  to  me,  without 
any  resource  to  meet  them,  destructive  as  if  they 
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reached  above  ttic  income  of  a  mooaich.  Oa^' 
of  thuee  ilull  creatures,  cboseu  bv  ttie  Uiak 
caprice  of  fortune  to  bear  the  weight  of  wealth, 
has  lancicd  me  as  the  person  on  whom  she  wodd 
lavMh  her  riches;  and  no  barrier  staiidfi  between 
me  aud  a  noble  independence,  but  our  h^Hf 
and  in«gular  engagement." 

I  nearly  iaiuted ;  but  I  held  ap,  and  stiora  to 
EUstaiu  my  sinking  strength. 

"  Uaiity  and  irregular  aigBgeiaeot  t"  1  le^ 
plied.  "  Mean  you  our  marriage  by  that  tain, 
Phillips  ?" 

"Ay— if  you  please  to  call  it  bo." 
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roshed  upon  my  rnind^  and  I  passionalely  esu 
claimed — **  Who  ? — who  performed  the  — ** 

Phillips  mustered  resolution  to  unmask  the 
whole. 

''A  broken  billiard-marker  was  the  priest,  my 
own  servant  the  witness,  and  you  and  I,  Mary, 
are  free  as  air  !^ 

I  remember  nothing  more — a  wild  shriek 
burst  from  me — darkness  shut  every  object  out — 
I  tottered,  and  fell  upon  the  carpet ! 

^p  ^P  •!•  ^r  ^P  *|^ 

I  recovered  my  senses.  Ellen  plucked  me 
from  the  jaws  of  death,  and  for  my  deserted 
baby^s  sake  I  strove  to  live.  I  wrote  to  Phillips. 
The  letter  was,  I  suppose,  the  effusion  of  a  mind 
half  crazed — ^and  a  cool  and  guarded  reply  was 
returned.  It  spoke  of  *'  our  engagement"  as 
'^  a  foolish  affair,*"  and  professed  a  readiness  on 
the  writer's  part  to  settle  a  comfoitable  annuity 
on  me,  and  a  fitting  provision  on  the  infant. 
This  insult  almost  brought  me  to  the  grave. 
AgmiQ  I  rallied — i^a  I  wrote  to  my  destroyer. 
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The  appeal  was  to  his  I'celingB,  aii4  hvmU 
worded,  as  the  supplicatioD  uf  a  wretcb  wli 
b«g6  a  moment's  respite  from  the  K«i^iffiT»ni 
The  answer — for  one  was  sent — told  me  tin 
our  correspondence  must  cease— -that  in  aiiotb< 
month  he  should  be  married — assuretl  me  thi 
luy  father  wns  ready  to  receive  me  «ith  upe 
arms,  and  confessed  that  he  had  iutercepted  th 
numerous  letters  which  the  hcart>bn>ken  ol^ 
man  had  written. 


<j 


1  wrote  to  uiy  parent.   Ellen  guided  my  I 
for  I  was  too   nervous,  without  asaislKnoa,  tc 
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and  I  shall  set  out  with  my  heart-broken  &ther, 
to  die  beneath  the  roof  where  years  of  peace  and 
innocence  glided  calmly  by.  Yon  will  scarcely 
read  my  writing — nerves  and  strength  momently 
grow  weaker.  Now,  O'Connor,  I  have  to 
prefer  my  last — ^my  dying  request.  My  boy  in 
a  few  days  will  be  motherless ;  and^  worse  than 
honest-born  orphanage,  the  stain  of  illegitimacy 
will  be  affixed  upon  his  guiltless  name.  Will 
you,  for  my  sake,  forget  the  father,  and  protect 
the  child  ? 

^P  ^  ^F  ^F  ^F  •^ 

He  is  named  after  you,  and  to-morrow  I  set  out 
for  the  vicarage.  Phillips  is  on  a  visit  with  his 
bride's  brother,  not  forty  miles  from  Ashfield  ! 
Is  not  this  unfeelmg  ?  They  are  to  be  married 
in  a  fortnight.  Another  week  or  two  would 
have  seen  me  in  the  grave,  and  surely  he  might 
have  waited  for  that !  No  matter — a  little 
longer,  and  my  earthly  trials  shall  have  ended. 

*~ft^  •Am  ^Atf  ^^^  ^^^ 

^^n  ^^^  ^^^  ^W^  ^^^ 

"  O'Connor,  fitrewell.     The  last  blesung  of 
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GuiscAKD.  Why  weep,  and  hide  thy  fiice? 
Turn  to  thy  Guiscard — turn  to  him  who  loves  tliee. 

Adelgitha.    Thou  lov'st  me!      Oh!    repeat  those 
blessed  sounds ! 

GciBCARD.  Canst  thou  doubt  my  love  ? 

Ade  lg ith a.  SHU  loVst  me — StiU  ! 

Pronounce  that  word— •*  Still !  still !" 

M.  G.  Lewis. 
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THE  HOUSE  OF  DEATH. 

A  FINE  spring  evening  had  set  in,  when  a 
chaise  and  four  horses  were  seen  descending  the 
long  hill,  over  which  the  London  road  to  Ash* 
field  passes.  The  pace  at  which  the  drivers 
went  was  unusually  fast,  and  a  few  minutes 
would  bring  them  to  the  end  of  their  journey, 
if  the  village  was  the  intended  resting-place. 
Suddenly  the  postboys  pulled  up— a  traveller 
left  the  carriage — and  while  his  companion  kept 
his  seat,  and  proceeded  towards  the  inn,  the 
stranger  walked  forward,  and  turning  off  the 
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the  soldier's  cloak,  and,  gliding  into  an  a^oifl^ 
ing  room,  beckoned  him  to  follow* 

The  meeting  between  O^Connor  and  the 
gipsy — for  these  were  the  persons — ^was  afieo- 
tionate  as  it  was  melancholy.  Ellen  leaned 
upon  his  shoulder;  and,  while  her  dark  eyes 
were  moist  with  sorrow,  she  informed  him  that 
Mary  Howard  was  in  the  last  extremity,  and 
that  the  heart  which  he  had  sought  so  ardently, 
in  a  few  hours  would  cease  to  throb.  Not  a 
shadow  of  hope  existed — the  sufferer's  strength 
was  sinking  momently ;  but,  though  the  frame 
was  feeble,  her  mental  energies  were  unim« 
paired,  and,  in  perfect  consciousness  of  ap- 
proaching dissolution,  she  awaited  '^  the  spirit's 
parting  from  its  house  of  clay/'  with  all  the 
holy  calmness  of  an  expiring  martyr. 

From  the  commencement  to  the  close  of  her 
illness,  the  gipsy  mentioned  that  she  had  spoken 
incessantly  of  her  rejected  lover.  He  appeared 
the  engrossing  object  of  her  whole  thoughts; 
and  when  she  wished  that  the  span  of  existence 
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rupted — a  female  senrant  whifipered  him  to 
follow  her.  Silently  he  ascended  the  stain-*- 
the  maid  opened  a  chamber-door — and  pcnnting 
to  a  chair  within,  signed  to  the  stranger  that  he 
should  enter  and  sit  down. 

It  was  the  apartment  in  which  Mary  Howard 
was  dying.  The  light  was  partially  obscared, 
and  the  disposition  of  the  bed-curtains  such, 
as  to  enable  O'Connor,  unseen  himself,  to  look 
upon  the  faded  countenance  of  the  lost  one. 
Her  father  had  just  risen  from  his  knees,  where 
he  had  been  engaged  in  silent  prayer;  and  the 
gipsy  stood  beside  the  bed,  with  her  dark  and 
brilliant  eyes  bent  upon  the  sufferer,  as  if  to 
watch  the  expected  change  that  was  to  har- 
binger immediate  dissolution.  One  thing  struck 
O'Connor  as  remarkable ;  though  the  voice  was 
weak  and  tremulous,  and  the  delivery  of  what 
she  uttered  unusually  slow,  every  syllable  that 
passed  the  lips  of  the  dying  beauty  was  distinct 
and  audible. 
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'^  No,  no,  Ellen,  I  Lave  more  strength  than 
you  all  suppose.  I  would  only  consign  my  boy 
to  his  protection,  and  bid  him  a  last  farewell. 
Where  is  he  ?     Is  he  in  the  village  V 

*'  He  is  near  you,  Mary ;  and  only  waits  until 
you  are  calm  enough  to  see  him." 

While  this  short  and  painful  scene  was  pass- 
ing, O'Connor's  emotion  became  far  too  power- 
ful to  be  suppressed.  Tears  stole  down  his 
sunburnt  cheeks,  and  a  stifled  sob  escaped 
involuntarily.  The  quick  ear  of  the  dying  girl 
heard  it. . 

*'  Hush !"  she  said  ;  ''  that  convulsive  sigh 
came  not  from  a  woman's  bosom.  Art  thou 
near  me,  O'Connor  ?" 

The  gipsy  gave  a  signal  that  he  might  ap- 
proach— the  soldier  moved  softly  forward,  and 
sank  down  beside  the  bed,  to  prevent  sudden 
surprise.  He  took  the  attenuated  hand  that 
lay  upon  the  coverlet  gently  in  his  own,  while 
the  gipsy  bent  over  the  village  beauty,  and 
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whiapeved  tint  ber  louj^-upeeled  brather  ms 
kDeetin^  baide  ber. 

"  Ui  \  EUen.     Is  the  huid  thtl  liald*  mnt 

tor 

^  Ym,  dawcsu    Did  I  DM  taOi  yoB  b«  WH 

near  tbee  I" 

"  How  kafipy  tbn  aluU  my  laafe  tDOBnate 
be ! "  tb*  Mid  wilb  Autuuiaii.  **  Ed«ud>  cone 
teuw),  Ifau  I  nay  sec  you  better.  Pew  oothtng, 
Ellen,  I  will  be  nlm — indeed  I  will.  I  nn  6r 
»trofigcr  thfto  you  all  believe  bcl" 

O'CunuDf  obeyed  licr  wisb,  aiid  placed  bin- 
Mlfon  a  chair  beside  her.     Tbe  old  man  wrung 
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''Open  the  curtains,  Ellen,  and  let  me  tee 
that  face  which  I  prayed  so  fervently  to  look  on 
ere  I  died." 

She  was  obeyed,  while  O'Connor  leaned  over 
her  pillow,  and  gently  laid  his  lips  to  hers.  She 
fixed  her  eyes  upon  him  with  a  smile,  and  with 
her  fingers  parted  the  grizzled  hair  that  covered 
his  forehead,  and  partially  concealed  the  sword- 
cut  that  traversed  it. 

'*  It  is  a  fearful  scar !''  she  murmured.  "Your 
cheek  is  darker  too ;  ay,  and  your  hair  turned 
gray.  One  year,  Edward,  has  changed  us 
both.  And  did  you  hasten  home,  as  Ellen 
says,  when  you  received  my  long-delayed 
letter?** 

^^  I  did,  Mary«  I  hurried  hither  to  avenge 
your  wrongs,  and — ^" 

"  What  V  she  inquired  eagerly. 

'*  Take  you  to  this  bosom  for  ever,  and  prove 
how  imperishable  my  love  was." 

^'  Oh,  no,  no,  O^Connor.   Had  I  lived,  should 
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I  hare  been  fto  object  for  u  brave  man'^  hea 
to  centre  ID?  I — humbled — debased— <]eserte 
But  you  pitied — " 

"And  loved  you,  Mary,  more  tenderly  th< 
«er  r* 

"Then  I  did  not  forfeit  your  good  opinio 
Thank  God  I  that  consolation  is  \e(i.  Nod 
save  that  that  Omniscient  Being,  kooi 
how  artfully  I  was  beset — how  innoceottJQ 
ftil.  *" 

She  paused  — gained  fresh  strength — and  thi 
continued : 

'*  I  am  dying  happily.     No  care  but  one  ri 
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«cro^  her  pallid  features.  The  infant  came-r 
and  aa  if  in  mockery  of  the  scene  of  deaths  his 
rosy  cheek  was  dimpled  with  a  smile,  as  ha 
gazed  around,  and  looked  as  if  those  he  saw 
were  happy.  The  dying  mother  signed  to  the 
nurse  to  {^ce  him  in  the  soldier'^s  arms. 

^*  He  is  yours,  O'Connor.  Come  let  me  for 
the  last  time  kiss  the  adopted  child,  and  him 
who  has  become  the  orphan^s  father." 

The  soldier  stooped  down — the  infant's  lips 
touched  those  of  Mary  Howard. 

"  Farewell,  my  boy — farewell,  my  brother !" 
she  said,  in  a  voice  so  feeble  that  it  could 
scarcely  be  understood.  Suddenly  her  head  fell 
back  upon  the  pillow.  The  gipsy  raised  it 
gently,  and  whispered,  '^  You  are  weak,  my 
love!" 

No  answer  was  returned — one  long  deep  sigh 
escaped. 

*'  Help  ! '"  exclaimed  the  soldier.  ''  She  is 
dying!" 

VOL.  iii«  a 
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Mary,  my  lost  one  !  Before  that  sun  tfets 
a  second  time,  another  shall  be  cold  as  thou 
artr 

He  said — rushed  from  the  room — and  with 
rapid  strides  was  seen  hurrying  from  the  house 
of  death. 
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VISITER. 

Ay,  seize  the  present  hour !   Ere  long  I'll  dash 
Your  cup  of  joy  with  bitter. 

Adelgitha. 


Birthless  villains  tread  on  tlie  neck  of  the  brave  and  the 

Rob  Roy. 


long-descended. 


Sir,  your  furtune^s  niin^d  if  you  are  not  married. 

Sheridan. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  FEASTING. 


The  scene  is  changed — the  house  of  mourning 
is  deserted,  and  where  our  story  passes  to  there 
was  joy  and  revelry,  for  on  the  third  morning 
the  heiress  of  Bewley  Hall  was  to  becpme  a 
bride. 

Nothing  was  talked  of  for  many  a  mile  around, 
but  the  splendour  and  display  that  was  to  distin- 
guish this  important  event.  A  numerous  com- 
pany had  been  invited  to  be  present  at  the  cere- 
mony, and  a  number  of  the  guests  had  already 
arrived  at  the  Hall. 
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There  are  alloys  geiierall]r  foimdl  even  in  the 
moat  farilHant  mstaneea  of  worldfy  proaperiiy. 
Mr.  Haman  was  vain  and  ambitious.  He  had 
adneyed  a  fortune,  and  he  would  fiun  have  been 
the  feimder  of  a  fiimily ;  but  he  had  no  son — ^no 
nude  heir  to  continue  his  name.  He  was  die 
fiither  of  a  daughter.  In  early  life  his  first  worldly 
advancement  was  obtained  by  forming  an  alliance 
with  the  widow  of  a  cotton-planter.  She  was  the 
eflspring  of  a  native  woman ;  and  unluckily,  the 
only  issue  of  his  marriage,  the  heiress  of  Bewley 
Han  exhibited  in  features  and  complexion  incon- 
testable  evidence  of  the  Indian  source  from  which 
she  was  so  immediately  descended. 

Still  Mr.  Harman  might  have  partially  ob- 
tained the  object  he  ambitioned,  by  forming  an 
aristocratic  alliance  for  his  daughter.  There  were 
enough  of  poor  and  sordid  titles  ready  to  be  bar- 
tered  for  even  a  portion  of  his  wealth.  But  in 
this  design  he  was  fated  to  meet  a  disappoint- 
mcsit.  It  pleased  his  daughter  to  fancy  for  her 
hosband,  a  person  who  had  little  save  fiMhion  md' 
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crated  their  fiiend's  good  fortune,  in  obtaining  itt 
the  hymeneal  lottery  a  priae  like  the  nabob'a 
daughter. 

Just  then  a  laced  and  powdered  fimctionafy 
entered  the  banquet-room  with  noiseless  step,  and 
whispered  in  the  bridegroom's  ear  that  <^  the 
captain  was  arrived.^  It  would  appear  that  the 
new  comer  was  both  an  expected  and  a  welcome 
visiter^  as  the  dashing  hussar  apologized  for  a 
short  absence,  and  hastened  to  the  library  to  meet 
the  stranger. 

While  passing  through  the  lofty  hall  and 
lighted  corridor,  ^vhich  led  to  the  apartment 
where  the  lately  arrived  guest  was  waiting  for 
him,  Phillips  glanced  a  look  of  pride  and  triumph 
on  the  splendour  tliat  every  where  was  presented 
to  the  eye  in  this  house  of  opulence.  The 
mansion,  and  all  it  contained,  would  at  no  distant 
period  be  his  own — ^fortune  was  about  to  heap 
her  fiivours  on  him  with  an  unsparing  hand — 
long  and  ardently  had  he  sighed  for  wealth — it 
was  abcady  within  his  grasp— the  boldest  flight 
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Hall,  was  erideiiced  in  the  sumptuont  funikuie 
of  the  library.  Books  of  the  rarest  and  moit 
pensive  kinds  in  superb  bindings,  filled  the 
and  paintings,  at  ruinous  prices,  hung  tUckfy 
round  the  walls.  A  large  Indian  screen  was  drawn 
partially  across  the  fireplace.  There  O'Brien 
stood;  and  while  the  person  to  whom  his  un- 
timely visit  was  intended  remained  absent,  the 
soldier  could  not  but  moralise  on  the  mntabili^ 
of  human  fortune  whidi  this  costly  chamber 
betrayed. 

Bewley  Hall  had  been  built  by  a  noble  earl, 
who  after  a  long  minority,  succeeded  to  large 
estates,  and  an  immense  sum  of  money  aecamo-. 
lated  during  nonage.  His  youth  had  been^ 
consumed  in  traydlingy  and  he  came  home  de- 
lighted with  every  thing  foreign,  and  strongly 
prejudiced  against  his  native  land.  The  vene- 
rable mansion  whidi  for  centuries  had  witnessed 
Uie  births  and  dissolution  of  his  fiuhers,  was 
condemned  as  unmhabitable,  and  he  commenced 
an  edifice  fi>r  himq^* 
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But  England  did  not  afford  sufficient  scope  for 
his  extravagance*  Agents  in  every  dty  on  the 
continent  were  engaged  in  purchasing  marbles 
and  paintings,  and  securing  the  most  expensive 
rdics  of  antiquity.  At  every  book-sale  the 
rarest  portion  of  the  collection  fell  to  the  earl's 
lot ;  and  the  very  comers  of  the  earth  furnished 
their  most,  curious  productions  to  gratify  the 
Uwy  of  this  eccentric  individual. 

Wealthy  however  great,  may  be  exhausted; 
and,  in  a  few  years,  tlie  immense  accumulation 
pf  a  loi^  minority  was  expended.  But  hta 
estates  yielded  a  ready  supply ;  and,  if  possible^ 
the  earl  laboured  on  more  vigorously. 

.Years  passed — frequent  and  heavy  su[^Iics 
had  been  so  unsparingly  procured,  that  at  last 
the  princely  property  would  produce  no  more.. 
Tlve  earl  was  a  ruined  man ;  and  the  hall  and  its 
appurtenances — sad  memorials  of  his  weakness*^* 

were  offered  for  sale;   but  few  could  venture  to 

-.It- 

purcbsse  A  place  on  which  it  was  believed  more 
than  half  a  million  had  been  expended.    After  a 
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tfeddmt  had  detained  yam  and  thai  I9  «Jikoiit 
thy  firiendly  counsel  and  support,  amat  haw 
fiieed  the  parson  soluSf  and  pfomised  to  be  nr- 
tuoos  evermore !  Ha !  Captain  O'Brien  I"  and 
dMB  colour  deserted  his  cheeks — '<  This — ^is— an 
unezpected  pleasure  !'^  as  with  difficulty  he 
atannnered  the  words  oat,  and  held  his  hand 
ifarwanL  The  visiter  made  no  attempt  to  take  it, 
but  replied, 

'  •'*  I  fear  my  late  visit  will  occasion  you  as  little 
pleasure  as  it  has  given  me,  Captain  PhiUipe. 
My  errand  is  not  a  firiendly  one.  We  are  alone, 
I  hope?" 

•  ** Perfectly  so:"  was  the  reply,  while  the  lip 
be^^ame  pale  and  tremulous. 
'  ^^  Then,  the  briefer  an  unpleasant  communica* 
tfoir  is  made/*  said  the  soldier,  "  the  better  for 
aH.  I  come  from  Colonel  O'Connor.*^ 
-^'From  Colonel  O'Connor!''  and  the  name 
seemed  to  paralyze  him.  ♦<  And  is  Colon^A 
OX^onnor  in  En^and  ?" 

•Vol.  ni.  r  • 
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"  He  M  Dov,"  Tctorned  Uie  Iiislnun  i 
**  vaiUng  my  rcttim  at  (be  village  um." 

"  And  oittj  1  aak  wliat  bnuglit  bim  t 

**  The  same  rrrand  which  recalled  hin  | 
from  luly — lo  avenge  the  wirongs  of  JU 
Uovud  !"  j 

"  I  cannot,"  replied  Captun  PbiUipn,.* 
by  what  riglit  a  pcrrao  totally  uocoanectau 
ftfr.  Itowiird'B  family,  assumes  tlie  office  ^ 
dressing  a  lady's  wrongs  vbo  ha*  a  i 
protect  her." 

"  To  moot  that  point  is  not  my  b 
if  I  might  recal  to  Captain  Phillips's  r 
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Coloiiel  O^Connor  with  me  ?    I  hmre  done  him 
no  injury." 

''  Done  him  no  injury  !  Captain  Phillips — 
can  yon  look  me  in  the  fiice  and  say  so?**  and 
O'Brien  Btemly  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  abashed 
countenance  of  the  trembling  villain.  ''  Thefe 
breathed  not  upon  earth  the  man  who  had  power 
to  wound  my  gallant  friend  save  one.  You,  sir, 
were  that  one:  and  you  have  wrung  Edward 
O^Connor  to  the  souL" 

**  I  wiD  not  afiect  to  misunderstand  you,  Ciqp* 
tain  O'Brien." 

^'  I  am  Major  O'Brien/'  rejoined  the  Irish- 
man haughtily. 

^'  I  beg  your  pardon — ^your  promotion  escaped 
my  memory.  I  comprehend  the  nature  of  your 
errand  perfectly  >  and  it  is  your  friend's  fault  if 
any  indiscretion  which  I  may  hare  committed, 
shall  not  be  amply  atoned  for,  and  the  lady  and 
her  family  satisfied  to  die  utmost  extent  of  their 
wishes." 

b2 
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He  paused — O'BrieD  boired — and  PbiQ 
agsiD  continued :  _ 

"  I  T«gTct  most  deeply  tlie  unfonunate  m 
tliat  halt  ocniTTcd ;  and  I  am  ready  to  ofler  ev 
reparation  to  Miss  Howard  but  one — I  cam 
marry  her." 

"  Indeed !  that  would  be  imposBible,"  si 
O'UrieD,  c^mly. 

"  I  am  glad  you  see  it  in  its  tmc  light," 
joined  Phillips — and  his  face  biiglitctied.  *'  E 
tuacM  any  other  means  by  which  I  may  remedy' 

"  A  mined  reputation,"  returacd  O'Bik 
with  an  espre9.iiion  of  deep  eontnnpt.     *'  S|| 
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''  Indeed  ?   I  cannot  guess  how." 

"  You  need  not    I  will  tell  you." 
.    Phillips's  looks  expressed  astonishment. 

<*  Mary  Howard  is  beyond  the  reach  of  mortal 
wants.    She  is  dead  T' 

"  Dead  r  repeated  Phillips.  «'  Dead !— it  is 
impossible !" — and  he  tottered  against  the  mantel- 
piece for  support. 

''  It  is  too  true,  sir/'  was  the  cold  response. 
"  She  is  released  firom  sin  and  suffering.  Your 
victim  is  at  rest.  Poor  girl — ^few  and  evil  were 
the  days  allotted  to  her ! " 

The  soldier  stooped  his  head,  for  feelings  un- 
suited  to  the  purpose  of  his  coming  had  been 
excited,  and  he  wished  them  to  be  concealed.  In 
a  few  seconds  he  turned  to  the  pale  and  agitated 
criminal,  and  with  an  expression  of  stem  deter- 
mination, thus  continued : 

^*  Captain  Phillips,  nothing  remains  for  me  to 
do,  but  simply  deliver  the  message  with  which  I 
am  intrusted.  Colonel  O'Connor  will  expect  an 
early  meeting.^' 

**  It  is  utterly  impossible !"  exclaimed  Phillips 
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paflBionateljr,  "  On  Uicsccond  noming  I  am  l»| 
marrii.ll ;  atlcr  tliat  corrmoDy  is  ended,  I  shall  ni 
refuse  Colonel  O'Connor's  message,  if  he  diom 
to  repeat  it." 

*'I  must  be  candid,  CapUun  Phfflipa.  Tt 
meeting  muEt  be  to-moirow,  or,  beliere  lui 
the  ceremony  you  allude  to  wtl)  never  tali 
place.  Report  whisper;  that  Mr.  Ilarman  n 
not  very  deBiioas  for  the  union ;  and  ther«  ^ 
documcDts  in  my  fiicnd'e  poSECssion,  connecte 
with  the  betrayal  of  Maiy  Howard,  which  thi 
be  exhibited  to  him  before  noon.  The  motillf 
yoa  aangned  fcr  BMm«ge,  and  the  feeliaga  ;^ 
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to  frustrate  his  dengns  upon  his  daughter,  deter* 
Biined  to  proTide  bet  with  a  husband,  and  pi#- 
posed  an  alliance  between  the  noble  earl  whose 
property  he  had  purchased,  and  the  heiress  of 
Bewley  Hall.  Phillips  accidentally  discoTered 
the  purport  of  this  secret  oTerture;  and  by  bribing 
the  courier  employed  on  the  occasion,  managed 
to  substitute  another  and  a  very  different  rep^ 
to  that  which  the  earl  had  returned.  Piqued  at 
the  hauteur  and  coldness  with  whidi  a  ruined  peer 
rejected  the  honour  of  an  alliance  with  his  heiress^ 
Hannan  yielded  to  his  daughter's  solicitations, 
and  reluctantly  consented  to  her  marrying  a  com- 
moner, and  a  man  who  had  neither  fortune  nor 
family  to  recommend  him. 

So  far  Phillips  had  been  successful ;  but  until 
the  indissduble  knot  was  tied  he  remained  in 
perikms  insecurity.  The  earl's  letter  had  oon- 
tained  a  flattering  acceptation  of  the  nabob's 
offer;  and  intimated  his  intention  of  risiting 
England  at  an  appointed  time,  which  was  now 
rapidly  approximating.  Ifhe  should  arrive  befbie 
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the  ccrcmimy  took  pUce,  the  dieat  woold  be  diK 
covered  and  the  forgery  exposed.  Hence  the 
delay  of  a  few  days  might  prove  niiuotu.  With 
Phillips  thcrefoTc,  all  that  ambitious  profligacy 
values  was  at  stake ;  and  much  as  he  dreaded  » 
meeting  with  O'Connor,  that  desperate  altemathe 
alone  was  led,  and  he  determined  to  tocept  the 


*'  And  is  the  call  of  Colonel  O'Coonor  m 
urgent,  so  imperative,  that  a  delay  of  thiee  dqt 
cannot  1)6  given  ?"  he  inquired.  J 

"  Captain  Phillips,"  replied  the  soldier  fiinim 
**  If  my  friend  be  not  amply  satisfied  before  bnild 
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O'Briai  took  his  hat—  Phillips  rang  the  bell  < 
when  a  footman  answered  it,  he  conducted 
the  unwelcome  visiter  to  the  door,  and  bade  liim> 
a  ceremonious  '<  good  night ^ 

Returning  to  the  library  fire,  the  wretched  cii* 
minal  found  leisure  for  melancholy  recollections; 
and,  strange  to  say,  the  fate  of  his  murdered 
victim  caused  less  remorse  to  the  seducer,  than 
dread  for  the  consequences  its  discovery  might 
occasion. 

''  Damnation ! "  he  muttered  through  his 
clenched  teeth.  ^<Had  these  luckless  letters 
been  intercepted,  this  savage  Irishman  would 
have  neither  heard  of  Mary's  desertion,  nor 
come  back  to  avenge  her  injuries.  It  must  be  ad- 
mitted, after  aU,  that  she  was  cruelly  betrayed ; 
but  death  was  produced  by  her  own  obstinacy. 
Had  she  been  reasonable,  I  would  have  nobly 
recompensed  her  disappointment.  But  to-morrow 
—it  is  an  infernal  risk  to  run — ^and  nothing  but 
to  meet  that  madman  can  avert  my  ruin.  Oh ! 
that  I  could  remove  him  secretly.    No,  no^^ihe 
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tlang '•  impcMiiUe.  I  ratnt  ntnrii  to  iktn 
ftaxj,  and  o^  ioceBte  la  thu  donnless 
caste,  while  the  loreliest  being  I  ever  wooet 
TOB  IS — I  moat  Dot  e*ea  think  of  it.  C 
mm  tbjnelf — fimane  or  rain  liuig  on  to-mot 


TW  b«n-befl  minded — the  library-dooi 
flnitg  open — •  Mnngei  was  lonminefid- 
tbe  expected  guest.  Captain  I 
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'Sdeath,  I  never  was  in  worse  humour  in  all  my  life  I 
I  could  cut  my  own  throat,  or  any  other  person's,  with  the 
greatest  pleasure  in  the  world ! 

The  Rivals. 

Every  wight  has  his  weird,  and  we  maun  a'  dee  when 
our  day  comes. 

Rob  Roy. 
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THE  DUEL. 


When  O'Brien  returned  to  the  village,  he 
found  his  companion  writing  letters  in  the  little 
parlour,  into  which  they  had  been  inducted  on 
their  arrival  by  the  hostess  of  the  inn.  As 
O'Connor  listened  to  the  detail  which  his  gallant 
friend  gave  of  his  mission  to  the  Hall,  a  smile  of 
stem  satisfaction  flashed  for  a  moment  across  his 
melancholy  countenance,  when  the  early  oppor- 
tunity a  meeting  on  to-morrow  would  afford  him 
of  avenging  Mary  Howard's  wrongs  was  an- 
nounced. He  folded  his  letters,  sealed,  and 
despatched  them,  and  then  sat  down  to  supper. 
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To  one  whose  hardiesse  had  been  so 
BO  desperately  proved,  the  hostile  rencotmicr  u 
certain  to  ensue,  would  be  an  afiur  of  slig 
consideiation.  That  PluIIipg  would  ersde 
decline  a  meeting  altogether,  had  been  the  tfau 
he  dreaded  most ;  and  the  assuraacc  vhi 
O'Brien  gave,  thst  hia  enemy  would  Dot  disa 
point  him,  removed  that  anxiety.  While  I 
friend  had  been  absent,  0'C«nnuT  exAmioed  tl 
ground  in  the  immediate  vicJoity  of  the  bamV 
and  selected  a  small  cncloBUie  atljoiiuBg  li 
cburefayard,  whose  level  swaid  and  loftjr  bn^ 
rendered  it  a  fitting  place  for  the  dcciaion  (f 
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datioQ  haying  been  peremptorily  rejected,  Bou- 
verie  named  five  next  morning  for  the  hour,  and 
acceded  to  the  paddock  selected  by  O^Connor  as 
the  place  of  meeting.  O'Brien  anticipated  a 
stronger  effort  at  negotiation ;  but  secret  intelli- 
gence had  reached  Phillips  that  the  earl  had 
actually  arrived  at  Paris,  en  route  to  Bewley  Hall; 
and  this  detennined  him  rather  to  meet  the  man 
he  dreaded,  than  risk  a  certain  exposi  which 
might  delay  his  marriage,  and,  by  delaying,  mar 
his  hopes  for  ever. 

Evening  wore  on,  and  at  a  late  hour  O'Connor 
and  his  companion  parted.  How  those,  who 
were  to  be  combatants  in  the  morning  passed 
that  night,  may  be  readily  conjectured.  Sorrow 
and  love  —  hatred  and  revenge  —  racked  the 
bosom  of  the  gallant  soldier ;  while  the  destroyer 
of  innocence,  in  that  still  hour  when  the  torturous 
sting  of  conscience  is  felt  most  keenly,  fancied 
that  the  dead  beauty  in  the  costume  of  the  grave, 
was  standing  before  him  continually,  and  taxed 
Urn  with  her  ruin.    Driven  by  a  desperate  alter- 
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lutivc  to  abide  the  challenge  of  a  deadly  eneii 
be  trembled  at  the  ordeal  of  to-morrow ;  and  I 
haggard  expression  of  his  pale  and  agitated  coi 
lenance  betrayed  the  secret,  when  momj 
danncd,  that  sleep  visits  not  the  guilty. 

A  day  of  threatening  inclemency  was  reodei 
gloomier  by  a  diizding  rain.  O'Connor's  cou 
had  been  probably  as  restless  as  bis  rival's  ;  I 
when  his  friend  entered  his  chamber,  he  < 
dressi'd  with  customary  neatness,  and  perfec 
ready  for  the  field.  'I  he  cxpressioa  of  bis  fi 
was  serious,  almost  approaching  to  sadnesH ;  b 
there    vas    no   nervous    uneasiness    visibl^^ 
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with  wUdi  breakfast  was  ordered  in  ludf-aa-hcmry 
and  post-horses  directed  to  be  in  readiness  to  pot 
to,  remoyed  every  suspicion ;  and  although  the 
place  of  meeting  was  within  a  bow-shot  of  the 
inn,  no  one  in  the  house,  when  the  soldiers 
^strolled  carelessly  out,  dreamed  that  a  deadly 
rencounter  was  about  to  happen. 

The  church  clock  was  striking  five,  as  0*Con- 
nor  and  O'Brien  passed  from  the  high  road  and 
crossed  the  stile.  No  peasant  was  astir,  for  the 
wet  and  gloomy  morning  delayed  the  earliest 
within  their  houses.  O'Brien^  beneath  his  mili- 
tary doak,  concealed  the  pistol-case ;  and,  unseen 
and  unsuspected,  the  soldiers  reached  the  rendes* 
vous,  and  waited  the  coming  of  their  opponents. 

Their  stay  was  short — a  vehicle  was  heard 
approaching — tlie  wheels  stopped  suddenly — and 
in  a  few  minutes  three  men  entered  the  enclosure. 
Two  of  them  were  familiar  to  those  already  there; 
and  the  third  was  a  surgeon,  whom  Phillips  had 
efigaged  for  the  occasion. 

As  his  rival  eroaaed  the  atile,  the  blood  mdied 

roL,  III.  i 


rOE  Dun. 


( 


'^O'CsUMnV  bcdiead,  and  his  farowR  vaS 
'"ft'ilMdlyacawL  Iwuntly  that  daud  pa 
mmv,  and  an  exptenkm  of  sti^ni  ili  ii  iiiiiwj 
wtcatAei  (li»  ha*h-  dmlliuoii  hU  fnmira 
yiMwi'  had  txdtcil  for  a  muntcnt  -^ 

TIk  snaageiiMnli  were  not  dccuNl  irit£ 
Mn  npaa  the  part  uf  Bouverir,  u  be 
jeMed  to  O'Brim  V  prap>Miti<>n  of  pnag  a  ( 
rf  (uAob  w  each  of  the  ranbatanta,  to 
I  after  the  dntig  agital  had  ti 
But  IB  lh»  the  latter  waa  mAei! 


t  duly 


^ 


^  bb  aeccmd  showed  denfy  th«l  O'Cowv/IHUBic 
1  jU>  tbe  field  detennined  to  destroy  his  rivsl^  or  fsU 
:hii&self ;  and  the  only  chance  by  which  his  own 
life  might  be  saved,  was  by  taking  that  of  the 
avenger  of  Mary  Howard.    When  Bouverie  pre- 
;  sented  the  weapons,  and  Phillips  observed  (he  firm 
and  unshaken  attitude  of  his  rival — the  steady 
.and  concentrated  look  with  which  he  measured 
bim,  as  if  selecting  a  spot  more  mortal  than 
1  another  on  which  to  inflict  a  death-wonnd,  the 
,tfood  deserted  his  cheeks — ^his  knees  smote  each 
.  otber^-and  while  he  took  the  pistols  in  his  trem- 
bling grasp,  he  whispered  in  his  firiend's  ear — 
**  It  is  aU  over — I  am  a  dead  man !" 
1     The  word  was  given,  and  each  arm  was  raised. 
nPbillipB  fired  instantly,  and  without  effect;  and 
:  rvhile  changing  the  discharged  pistol  for  its  com- 
.paiuon,  his  opponent  slowly  brought  his  weapon 
,%o  tha  present.       Three  might  have  been  told 
^  be&re  the  trigger  was  drawn — a  sudden  shocks 
Mi  if  the  touch  of  electricity,  ccmvnised  Phillips 
...  82. 
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Tor  B  noiBent— SBd  tottericg  two  pi 
Ik  ilro[>ped  before  Uie  secood  or  targeoa  oM 
run  to  his  asiiif^tance.  . , 

Unmoved,  as  if  be  had  only  fired  at  ft  trd 
the  BTci^r  of  the  dead  beauty  tctaittcd  1 
ground,  while  O'Bticii  joined  tlioae  who  w 
purU'd  the  dying  man.  Dying  he  waa,furtj 
ball  had  pa5;>ed  Unougb  the  lungs,  and  ihe.M 
nitnsc  bcnit^rrhugu  it  cuuscd  w-ns  already  ch^l 
itig  hiiii.  Phillips  hcud  Iiis  duoni  profiounc^ 
uiiJ,  with  difficulty,  o!:prciijcd  a  utsti  thi 
Q'CoHnor  idiuuld  dniw  iioiii.  0'li^u:^,J?e^Ml 
ta.bimriiad  the  soldier  camafocivAiil^UkA^lfl 
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rushed  in  torrents  from  his  mouthi  anxit'wilhia) 
choking  gurgle,  he  fell  Ixick  in  his  sepond's! 
armS|  and  expired. 

Perfectly  unmoved  at  the  assassin  effort  of 
bis  foemani  the  soldier  regarded  the  dead  man 
attentively.  "  Ellen !"  he  said,  "  thy  prophecy 
h^is  indeed  been  singularly  accomplished!  — 
Though  he  fell  upon  the  field  of  honour,  he  died 
a  felon!  Come,  O'Brien,  we'll  leave  him  to 
these  gentlemen,  and  send  them  assistance  from 
tfce  inn.'* 

^  While  his  second  replaced  the  pistols  in  their' 
ci^e,  O'Connor  politely  bowed  to  Bouverie  and  ' 
t)i6  '^dctbr,  assumed  his  cloak,  and  left  the  field 
leiiiiing  on  his  second's  arm.     The  carriage  was 
irf'tvaiting;  and  before  the  rustics,  alarmed  by? 
thif  ishbts,  could  comprehend  the  nature  of  the  i 
afl&lt^,'  the  avenger  of  beauty  was  driven  from'  ' 
trie  village,  as  fast  as  four  horses  could  expedite? 
hi^  fe^bape. 


THE  CONCLUSION. 

He  rushed  into  the  field,  and,  foremost  fighting,  felL  ] 

Bybok. 

The  most  precious  tears  are  those  with  which^  Heaven 
bedews  tlie  unburied  liead  of  a  soldier. 

GoLDSMITS. 


p'lnf 


CONCLUSION. 


The  death  of  PhillipB,  it  may  be  supposed 
occasioned  a  powerful  sensation ;  and  inquiiies 
into  the  causes  that  produced  his  fatal  meeting 
with  Colonel  O'Connor,  displayed  his  character 
in  its  true  light,  and  discovered  the  remorseless 
cruelty  with  which  poor  Mary  had  been  sacri- 
ficed. While  the  memory  of  the  dead  roui 
was  execrated  by  all,  a  deep  sympathy  was 
excited  for  his  brave  and  unfortunate  antagonist; 
and  if  general  commiseration  could  sooth  a 
wounded  spirit,  O'Connor  might  have  felt  its 
influence  and  been  once  more  happy. 
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'  Bui  a  lacerated  heart  comtnonly  RJ«cttF'1 
man  couaol&tton.  O'Connor  abroptly  rttin 
IVom  ibe  world—"  Peace  was  proclaimetl" — «i 
the  profession  lie  once  gloried  in — ^robbed  of  i 
danger  and  excitement^bad  now  no  chanusf 
bim.  He  left  the  arm;,  and  hurird  himself  in 
deserted  rannsion-house  which  he  found  up 
his  estate — and  that  estate  was  situated  in  l! 
remotest  district  of  the  wildeet  province 
lT*:laud, 

In  the  parsonage  of  Asb6eld  Mr.  Hoirai 
passed  the  gliort  and  melancholy  remnant  of 
Tirtuoua  and  "  noiseless  life."     He  bovcd  «1 


fieat  change^  which  shoold  unii^  him  to  hii^loBt 
jchikl  in  another  and  a  better  existence.  , 
;  And  who  was  she  who  smoothed  the  piUoir 
^f  deelining  age,  and  watched  over  inlant  or- 
fiianage?  Ellen,  the  gipsy — who  with  a  devotioa 
that  might  have  been  better  expected  from  a 
^igieiue^  than  one  of  her  wild  and  unsettled 
character,  abandoned  her  wandering  tribe, 
and  took  up  her  residence  at  Mr.  Howard's. 
There  her  heart  seemed  fixed ;  and  no  mother 
leheriahed  a  first-bom  with  more  tenderness 
than  she  attended  to  her  helpless  charge.  At 
stated  times^  O'Connor,  ''  a  melancholy  man/' 
visited  his  proteges;  and  although  in  his 
intercourse  with  the  good  old  vicar  he  assumed 
his  accustomed  serenity,  at  midnight  when  the 
villagers  were  sleeping,  the  soldier  and  the  gipsj 
might  have  been  found  in  the  cemetery  of  Asb- 
:field,  beside  the  grave  of  her  whom  in  life  they 
iMid  both  loved  so  faithfully. 
ti.i  Moatha  loUed  €&— Napoleon   bunt  agaija 
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■apOn  the  wvrld-— -the  sceptra  of  a  ni'igbt; 
waA  vbreiii-hed  fiwnthe  fi^eblc^np  ifaat'be^ 
-i^Rftd Europe  wa^  once  mot* ID an»s.  O'Udohi 
in  hiR  fvild  retirement,  for  a  few  WMks  VtaSSH 
ctlmly  the  progress  of  the  aiightj''eveut«'<l 
thiii«ni-ting  on  the  cmitlDent.  OradtinUr  n«4^ 
jecw  int<M-e*ted— a  new  spirit  was  cn^tcd-^ 
feeliiigR  which  cin-umFtances  had  scaotlflM 
fbt  A  season,  were  aniniatcl  agaio— oDe''*G 
gT<«sing  passion  returned — and  he  left  "I 
mountain  home,  repaired  1o  tUc  mcMp^ 
•nd  u^ked  and  obtaintd  a  regiment.  '  "^'J 
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sbftrper  foH  (^  musketry,  told  plainly  tllatiitli|Bi 
^prfe  qf . 4eath  Jiad  comoieoGiid.         i  . . . ,,  //  -; u w 

I  FiTpm:  stragglers  he  obtaiqed  infprpi^ti^ 
wb^to  be  should  find  his  regiment;  aodi  f^^ 
M^uaded  soldier,  whom  he  encountered  totteciiig) 
tqi^p/ear,  confirmed  it.  The  colonel  galloped' 
%.ii^ard-rrH]beeIed^  as  he  had  been  directed,  to 
t|^e  left-errand,  as  his  regiment  were  forming  foci 
cc^falry^  lode  into  the  square,  and  announced^ 
hipise|f ,  their  commander.  He  was  instantly^ 
recogipi^edyand;  a  hearty  cheer  welcomed  hiiA. 
to  the  battle-snround. 

With  that  glorious  and  bloody  field  we  have 
no.businessy  save  to  cursorily  remark^  that  con- 
sidering the  force  engaged,  it  was  not  secoq^? 
ei^Uito  "  immortal  Waterloo.*"  0'Connqr*#,» 
wp§; ope  of  the  regiments  most  pi-eseed^.tnit^} 
c^^tgot  ail^er  chaige  the  French  cavalry  w^rp,) 
rc^gedr.  and  •though  sadly  reduced  in  numbf^rs^ji 
''iifovr  bnjL  fearless   stilly'^.jit   now   ftwaitedi^iji,! 

iktg^Pm^^^i^^  of  infantry.    It  cam^t*  ,.SflB%ri 
dily  the  diminished  line,  not  covering  half  the 
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groond  it  did  two  hours  before,  reeurtti  ttej 

of  their  ttseailaats.     A  quick  and  murdcio 

\ 

ToUcy  ttMwercd  it    "  Chaxgo  !"*  cried  a  Toi 

that  rose  loud  aiid  clear  above  tbe  roar  af  baUi 

The  bayuncts  were  levelled — tbe  rush  was  nui 

— all  gave  way  before  it— but  a  atraggling  &li 

ftruck  tbe  gallant  leader — aod  O'Conaoc  dro 

I 

ping  fix)!!!  hi>  ttaddle,  "  fighting  foreioa^  fel^ 

Ni<'ht  came    That  bad  been  the  kstdK 

I 

of  Ncy.      It   failed— and  tbe   I'n^cb  retiq 

The  British  held  the  battle-ground  uodiapute 

uul  at  the  loot  of  the  pine-tree  where  be  died. 

grave  was  hantily  turned  up,  and  oa  ^^.M 
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it  was  on  the  tenth  anniversary  of  that  proud 
and  bloody  day,  that  a  female,  accompanied  by 
two  handsome  boysy  was  seen  kneeling  at  a  little 
mound,  which  indicated  that  a  departed  warrior 
was  sleeping  beneath  it  The  woiaan  was  sink- 
ing into  the  vale  of  years,  and  her  hair  once  of 
raven  blackness,  was  thickly  silvered  by  time 
and  sorrow;  but  still  the  remains  of  beauty  might 
be  traced  in  features  which  had  once  been  re- 
markable for  their  loveliness.  The  elder  of  the 
boys  was  apparently  of  Spanish  lineage ;  and 
his  olive  complexion  and  dark  brows  formed  a 
striking  contrast  to  the  fair  skin  and  laughing 
blue  eyes  of  his  younger  and  handsomer  com- 
panion. They  remained  till  evening  beside  the 
grave;  and,  before  they  left  the  spot,  hung  a 
garland  upon  tlie  branches  of  the  pine-tree 
which  shaded  the  ashes  of  the  dead  soldier. 

Five  years  passed — the  anniversary  of  Quatre- 
Bras  again  arrived — and  two  youths,  now 
verging  upon  manhood,  were  seen  kneeling  at 
the  same  mound.      No   female  accompanied 
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thetn — and  they  were  habited  iu  deep  moan 
such  us  children  wear  to  denote  the  loss 
parent  They  were  the  orpHan  protege. 
Colitnel  O'Connor,  and  their  proteclresa  vn 
more.  Ellen  had  paid  the  debt  of  aature— 
wild  and  tainclpss  epiiit  fitund  repose  wber 
weary  rest — lier  own  mingled  with 
mother's  ashes — and  she  slept  beside  that  g 
being  whom  in  life  she  loved  bo  »t11— 
victim  of  man^ii  perfidy — Mary  Hutran). 
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